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CHAPTER O K E 

PRIVATE AND SUFFICIENT RF/VSON 

THE waiting-room of the famous Harley Street doctor was like mosi 
such rooms, dignified and dingy. A bar of sunltght came Utrongh 
the heavily-curtained window and fell upon Amabel Gray, as the man- 
servant ushered her in. • u .1 

She was middle-aged, but still slender and straight, wirh the slim 

hands of a young girl, and the vital colour of yt'uih m her hair. Only 
behind her eyes lay the bitterness of the years, and some mystery 
which faobody who knew her had ever solved. 

There were newspapers and magazines on the table and she took 

up a newspaper. ^ ^ , 

In spile of herself, the print swam. The armour of her courage 

s'ippcd a little in that wailing silence. Coward ! She gave a low 
Lugh and bit her underlip to steady it. She knew her late already 
without the doctor telling her. What she wanted to know was — 

how ’ong ? , I , 

■' "Sccrcrt:rics and Companions." . . . She and Clare had looked 

^e.i. o» late, at that column . . . 

’ i fifvtletnan lately returned from the F.afi and tiou' Ittrug tn th. 
coh'iUy, requires a private secretary to assist him in itiipariani u'ortrt 
' .T-’y Y'Hmg lady must he ciilturedt and of attractivi perJoutT/iiv, 0/ 
me Scandinavtan type, but with dark evf<. This for a private 

and suffictent reason which will be explained to the successful applicant. 
Age about uoenty-two. Previous experience not essential. Apply by 
leTtert with photograph, to : Mr. Henry Alarlozvc, Bittern Grange. 
Great St. Mary^ Essc.w 

She read it languidly and then sat very still, staring at the white 
paper. The name lumped out like a fire s^ign from what had been, 
a moment before, a harmless newspaper. 

Air. Henry A larlowc f 
Will you come, madam, please ? ” 

Ten minutes. Mrs. Gray picked up the gloves she had lain down. 
The famous man had been very gentle, very quick. She smiled ever 
so faintly ; sweetly, too, as though she felt for a man who had to 
give death sentences now and then. 

“ I don’t want you to comfort me, please. And I don’t want to 
go into any hospital or nursing home. All I w.mf you to tell me is 
how long I have if I take fairly good care of mvself.” 

It’s not possible to tell cxaciTy. One must never give up hope 
aitoge^cr Six months perhaps. Perhaps a little more. The will 
ts an important factor in these matters. Mrs. Gray.” . 

1 have plenty of that,” said Amabel Gray. 

***** 

The sun was beating down upon the long street in Battersea, 
Durtung up the little villa gardens, turning the pavement to griddlc- 
SuOnca. Mrs* Badger, the landlady, was washing the last of her pans 
m the kitchen, and Amabel was able to dartaip the stairs to her sitting- 
room before that clapper-tongued ladv li.ad time to wipe her hands 
and emerge. 


t 5 J N I M L K I S L A N D 

-Wumsic ! W’iKrc on carUi have you been ? ” 

.\Us. Gray laughed. 

•' I went to see that doctor, at long last. I felt a fool, Clare, ft 
w as that H'ur Scotch doctor I told you about, and he hooted ac me. 
Sh<x)cd me 0141 with hiv sporran. There’s nothing the matter \vi‘:i 
me. I'm a hypochondri.ic, he thinks.” 

• The beast ! ” Clare spoke with her tvarm cheek against tier 
mother’s. “ But a nice beast to find nothing wrong with you. 
Didn't he say you needed a change to the country, even ? ” 

Not at all. He knows belter than to indulge me like that. Si.inJ 
up, Clare, dear. Let me !cx>k at you.” 

Clare’s eyes glinted rebelliously. A little trick she had of pres'ing 
her lips softly together ni.mifestcd itself. 

■■ ^'ou'vc no right in this Badger’s den. You’ve been let do.v.n 
both by your daughter and your husband, mumsic, and tliat’s all 
there is to it. All those years — you did a lot for me, mv'tlier, dear. 

I lie a’.vakc at nigliis sometimes and think of mothcr-all-alone. And 
me. We’ve been twenty years without my father, haven’t we"'” 
Me died, (dare,” said Amabel Gray, holding between her linger^ 
the newspaper she had brought unopened into the hou.se. 

" 1 know. But it was a sort of treachery to you. Poor f oher! 
When people die it sometimes does seem a kind ot teta- i ciy - 
They must leave so many people in the lurch, f’ro • o' x' ■■ ■ . 

you're siuiic .ill right, darling.” 

■■ Dniy a little tired. I’ll lie down for ,i bit ' ' > : ib; 

bcdniom.” 

.\inabel Gmy, when she was alone, opeuc.! il- ■ i ■ ' > 

.ig.un rcatl the advertisement that had jumped oui at >.*i. 

M.iricy Street waiung-room, like a blow from Dcwiiny. Twenty 
years ! 

■■ Why does he want a girl like Clare? jfusr likc-Cl.ire? 

She tiied to ask herself the question calmly. But memories smd 
ghosts made her shudder. They would not be drawn back. 'N as 
■he still frightened of Henry .Marlowe, her husband? 

■■ Not now ! ” murmured Amabel. \X’hy should she be when, lot 
iweniy years, Henry Marlowe had thought his wile and child were 

dead ? L • e I, 

1 hey had gone down with one of the boats ,at the lime 01 tne 

di' r io the Dutch liner, Jiin van \'oorJ. In mid-Channel the big 
i-.ast Indiaman, homeward bound from Sumatra, had been rammed 
l)roadsidc in ahe September fog by a reckless iraniper. There na.i 
been panic. . . . Yet for .Amabel Marlowe that wild scramble tor 
the boats had been a way out of a nightmare. The ^si had put a 
devil into Henry Marlowe, and changed itim within a brief si;< 
ninths. Out in Java where Marlowe had trading interests, C. are 
ItTO been born. How she remembered that long, lonely night an-i 
'thitT jii-'umarc bungalow, and how, in her delirium, she had caJicJ 
ih v.iiii hir her husband ! Amabel knew later that he had been 
T uJ » da Costa’s bungalow, but it was i>nly when the stuuoutfyouiKs 
. ilipiu.. widow apocared aboard the homeward-bound boat »n^t s.n. 
under-.tood, and the slow flame ol hatred and angusi began t->nu.n 

' \Vlicn t'.c w'omen’s life-boar had overturned, Amabel Marlowe lor 
(he inomcm had wished to drown with her child. But a fierce hunc.r 
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for life siiccecJcd anJ, after an eternity of struegie, some Grcjur 
Power had sent her ashore, haJ shown her ihc deserted beach liu' 
in a sandy cove, where she had found dry clothes, had brought he. 
and baby Clare to ^ndon, even as their names appeared in the U<ny 
casualty lists of th^Jan vj>i Xoord <lisasier. And the long years li.i.l 
crawled, full of struggle and sacrifice and passionate love, under a 
new name in a new world. 

Six inoDihs. Perhaps a little longer. After chat Clare would b: 
.done. Vet . . . what if Henry Marlowe should engage as his priv., c 
secretary the d.uightcr whom be thought was long ago drowned ? Ic 
was fantastic. But — her breath came sharply. Hcnr\’ Marlowe mu>t 
he rich. He was past middle-age. There would be a kind of bittcj 
justice about it all, if he grew fond of his own daughter in the evening 
ol his years and the bond of blood acted unconseiou-ly. Jiisiice, and 
'Oincthing more for Clare. 

The door ooened gently. It was Clare. 

Good gracious, what’s the excitement now ? ' 

" I was just looking at an advertisement in the newspaper. Ro.i.l 
h, my dear. It sounds to me rather intriguing. ’’ 

Clare took the newspaper. 

“ What ^ trangc creature the man must be ! " She lined .1 
.1 i raihcr startled face. “ We’re the Scandinavian typ-. 
- ■ :hcr? Also, we have those dark brown eyes he secnv 

' a. It might have been specially put in for me.” 

'•d-c- • ;.oy noddcsi. 

Tf .ni;.T:.‘\If the man knew there was sucli a person as y.au in 
ich I’m sure he doesn’t. I think it’s safe. Ciaic.” 


(.* 
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.<'•'1 

■ bafe ?” Tulare pulled a mouth. “I’m sure it is. As houses. 

; Henry Marlowe.’ It's rather a nice name. It sounds like a hard- 
j:i ved but very sentimental man who has loved only one woman in 
lus life, and lost her long ago. Lately returned from the East ! ) !-■ 

may die of liver and leave oh his money to his secretary. Yes, I'll 
apply, mumsie. ’ 

CHAPTER TWO 

bH.VRKS AHP .ALWAYS GHXILE.MLN 

Henry Marlowe cracked a walnut carefully between a mahocanv 
brown hngcr and thumb, and rolled n very fine and velvety Madeira 
over h.s tongue. The dining-room at Bittcin Grunge was small bu! 

•'■Uicv to'bum for which it was Henry Marlowe’s 

cS hnm^c «Huminorion showed up admirably his high 

a mouth which miaht 
o"4rvcr"\'Aa?rhr.nnl according to the opinion of uVe 

■ -' The Sars , Dak ” startlingly deep. 

Marlowe’s 

s^hrS L th" X's h^nr'’" cigar-box shook ever so 

W.13 Hkc s^um Sam Dak. His face 
should have been ^hs ^ seemed whiter than they 

sta«I favoured him with a long and amused 
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“ He's vcr>' comfortable, I’m sure,” murmured Henry Marlowe. 
Marlowe passed leisurely from the room with his cigar enjoyably 
alight. Then, without haste, he entered his librarj'. His greeting 
was pleasant, if ironical. 

" Why, Lorenquo ! I call this handsome of you. And, assuredly, 
in this case, handsome is that handsome does. I see Savile Row in 
the cut of that waistcoat and Burlington Arcade itself in that e.xquisite 
tic. Am I correct ? ” 

His visitor had come nervously out of his chair at Marlowe’s 
entrance. For an instant the look on his dark face was that of an 
alert animal, watching ; uncertain whether it is hunter or hunted, 
and prepared to take cither role. It vanished, and Caisar Lc^renquo 
of the Islands, of the rat-houses and of the sultan’s palace.s of Malacca, 
gave a light bow, in which vanity and a kind of maiden modesty 
mingled. 

“ You compliment me, Mr. Marlowe. Yes, I have spent money 
on clothes while I have been in England.” He straightened his batik 
tie, and looked down at a pair of small patent-leather-shod feet 
foppishly. Half-breed of Spanish father and Arab mother, he had 
a southern and picturesque taste in cvciything. “ I’m delighted to be 
received at last. It was hungry work, .. •fine l^ere. I postponed 
my meal. I have not dined, yet.” 

" No ? I have.” 

” You are pleasant but not so hospitable as sometimes. ’ Oue ot 
Carsar Lorenquo’s nostrils shut, though he still tnuled, and .rr.>- 
liis sleek hair under the rebuff. “ This is a . i- ii h. us •> 'u h . . . I 
could not go back to the Hast without calling to . *4^* 

in London on business, you unde. stand. London,"Paris, Heiiin, 
everywhere. I am a Pedlar of Dreams.” 

” Chandu, or stolen pearls?” 

“ Both,” Lorenquo smiled smoothly, “ and other things. Ah, yes, 
a beautiful mansion. Better than the bungalow at Maratua, where 
Forsyth — you remember your good partner ? — djed of snakebite. 
Better even than the hotel in Batavia, where your friend Gerald 
Sleath was found in his room with a Dyak knife buried in his back.” 

‘‘ Slcaih nearly died. It was a narrow shave.” 

” h’carly ? ” 

Henry Marlowe bent forward. The ether man made a gesture. 

” Sleath is tough. He is what you call a superman beneath that 
charming lazy c.xterior of his. One could have put a fist in the hole 
between his shoulder blades. Though it would have been an 
unpleasant and ungcntlcmanly thing to do. Luckily the knife was 
not poisoned. The rufiian who did it neglected that. He was so 
excited that he forgot the custom of the Islands, I suppose. 

” Dear old .Sleath is a shark — one of those unpleasant fellows that 
hang about the bows of a ship for days when there’s a sick man in 
ihc cabin. Don't you agree, Marlowe? Can’t be killed. Always 
bobs up again. A gentleman, loo. Sharks arc always gentlemen, 
don’t you think ? He’ll be Rajah of half the Islands some day— 
Sleath,' I mean. I’ll be Grand Vizier and Lord of the Bedchamber, 

d'v’know, old top.” . 

’“Ah!” Lorenquo leapt noiselessly out of his chair. luc 
worthy -Sam Dak. As admirably cat-footed as ever ! 

‘ Yqu clap hands fi'r me, man?'’ 
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V “An excellent scivani, Cxsar, still, y«'>u perceive. A litile i!:>- 
obedient now nnd again. Or, perhaps, slow in the uptake. Whe.i 
do you s.ul for Singapore ? ’ 

“To-night. Thar was why I called. Pcvli.-ps I <;oi l-.l perionn 
some little commission. Take some message to Jarline old Sle.nh. 
perhaps ? ” 

“ Thanks no. You'll be glad to get cast of Suez again.” 

“It is safer, I think.” Lorenquo glanced at the curtain. Ili 
pallor was more genuine than his flashing smile. “ And it mv 
home. The sun, the palms, and the blue sea. They call to me 
Even the Arab girls, all brown satin — yes, they call. Which rcmiivK 
me. Have you had any answer to your newspaper advertisement yet? 

Marlowe stared into the sly, grinning mask. He said : 

“ Mr. Lorenquo wants to go, Sam Dak. Show him out.” 

The room, with its Oriental note, its carved sandalw<x>d and clumsy 
native weapons, its faint scent of tamarind, w.is very quiet after 
Lorenquo had gone. Henry Marlowe, with his mouth trapped and 
tight, stood wailing. .And presently Sam Dak, the Malay, returned. 

“You jungle scum I ” said Henry Marlowe softly, and with iv' 
passion. “ So you prefer death? 1 promised vou that if ever V''u 
disobeyed. Why didn’t you strike from behind that curtain ? L'h>!c 
.It me and answer.” 

■in D.-’ Iht-si i;>.flat, brown face, a man enslaved. Devoured 
•- i-iijr of xh .^ . .-►ranging green eyes. But powerless. 

's<caih : /.-.i ’• o me. You say he dead. Slcaih ' ” 

* * * * 

i.-tt: hi* me a week ago. Henry Marlowe took it once 
ay am from ihc dra\\\:r, u 

Afv Heurv MarlA; 

Trc^liard l The old David 

hln ul^T ^ *“:*« ^ sundmaKr. hreabi>ig-up, bur uili 

K T uiKo. l \vTxkh t 

B.ajiJ ■'■'“"■'"'‘I. A’*-" ■'"‘I I- 


» % 
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uhi-'PcrcJ Henry Marlowe, softly tlrummin*? his fist 
desk. 


He began to pace the room like a caged animal, after the violence 
ol the single word. When rich fools were sentimental, poor wist 
men thanked their stars. And he was poor, l-ngland could not 
l.old him much longer. . . . Out in that tropic world’s end, the 
drt'wning ot Amabel and her child had never reached Trenchard. 
I robably he had been on some remote expedition when the Jan van 
.\oorJ went down and it was a half-forgotten tale when he got back 
to Kalu. But somewhere in England there must surely be a girl of 
I'.venty-two with fair hair and brown eyes, like Amabel’s had been. 

In his desk were a score of letters, a score of photographs. They 
were all u^cless. He opened the drawer, took them out and threw 
them down again disgustedly. Gold-diggers and simpering barmaids 
all ol them. 


I here was just one letter which had come by the afternoon’s post. 

It contained no smiling photograph, but he liked the writing. The 
girl said, coolly, that she was coming dowfi to interview him that 
evening, and it was almost time. Marlowe was conscious of a touch ■ 
of excitement beneath his usual steely calm. 

1-or a moment he had forgotten to watch the drive, and the dog 
bv his side growled slightly. « 

•• Mr. Marlowe ! ” 


It was a girl. Hushed with huriying, but very sedate under her little 
velvet hat. She came across the grass shyly, yet with determination . 
in her gait, and stopped by him. 

■■ I guessed you were Mr. Marlowe,” said Clare, her checks buirTmg 
a little. ” 1 think you got my letter in answer to your advertisement 
lor a — a secretary.” • 

’■ I did, young lady,” said Henry Marlowe. Through him went a 
deep excitement that was almost awe. Uc found his voice husky. 

’■ And you have followed it. I take it very kind of you. Is your 
name by any means — Amabel — or Marlowe ? ” 

rtn sorry. Forgive me if it sounded strange.” He looked into 
tlic girl’s puzzled eyes. She was shaking her head. ” But you arc 
so much alike. You and that sentimental reason I mentioned in iny 
advertisement. It^s quite simple. She was my daughter, and she 
died. Perhaps you understand.” 

” Yes. 1 thought it might be something like that. Perhaps l 
ought now to have come without sending you my photograph first. 
But photographs arc not much use, I always think. And I usually 
do things on impulse. My name is Clare Gray, and 1 live in London 
w ith my mother. I told you that in my letter. Perhaps— perhaps 
I'm too much like your daughter. But I’m a good secretary, she 

ended gravely. . 

'■ Tin sure you are. Shall we go into my library and talk a little . 


C H A P T E R T H R E E 

ritCUBOOTLR 

('L\RE had been nearly a month private secretary to Mr. Henry 
Marlowe, the Oriental traveller, of Bittern Grange, Essex. 

hi first, she had felt a sense of sometliiiig sinister about the old 
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house. The hard-bitten sea marsh outside and the sensual and 
mysterious East inside contrasted. Sam Dak, the Malay sers'ant. 
gave her a faint distaste, to start with. Even Henr>' Marlowe, till 
she knew him, had repelled as well as attracted her. But that was 
past now. The Malay served her like an Arabian genie, and, in 
addition, she had a girl from the distant village to wait on her. 
Mumsie had gone down to a tiny cottage on the Romney Ma^she^ 
and was getting as strong as a horse. So she said in her letters. . . . 
It was Henry Marlowe who had sent her there ; one of his many 
kindnesses. 

“You’re too good to me,” Clare said, with troubled eyes, “and 
I don’t give you value for it, I’m afraid. There’s not enough work 
for me to do.” 

“ Value I You’ve brought me out of the slough of despond. I’m 
jealous of that mother of yours. I’m glad she keeps out of my way. 
I want to steal you from her sometimes, child, when I think of little 
Amabel. Some day, perhaps ” 

He turned away with his quick, wistful smile. All his life he had 
been a good actor, and, at sixty, the gift still remained. Not that it 
was all acting. He liked the girl as much, probably, as he would 
ever have liked his own daughter. If she was docile and fell in witti 
•his plans there would not be a thicker pair of thieves in Christendom 
when they got to the Islands. . . . But he must go delicately and 
not startle her. 

-One day a cable came from far Sciqueira Kalu. S.im Dak nut it 
into his hands one morning. 


. Briw Clare, quickly. — Trcncluvd. 

Impatient old Rajah ! ” murmured Henry Marlowe, with thin, 
smiling Ups. 

wakeful that night. It was hot and steamy. On manv 
Sr ^ country. Henry Marlowe had laiii 

mthe b^i his skin, listening 
ThaTi5hS,?In^ {unglc sounds. watching the open window^ 

for " Macassar, when Slcath, who at times had a weakness 

LcaS who's?Sr",Vc!S” 

i,n^ creaked on the landing outside his door. Marlowe sat 
up. Again the creak. On the staircase this time. 

tower Up there "f ‘I"-' 

But, mstead?,h«e‘Se™lile°Stw 

spark. The fearers ' ^ h*"' struck a little 

atners of a poisoned fish-tooth dart brushed bv Henry 
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Marlowe's, cir. A liulo frozen chill shot through tlu’ niarrow ot his 
I'onc*^, imd iljcn passed. 

'■ Sleath ! ” he whispered softly. “Is that you, you hunter? 
< Aimc out und let me see you." 

There was no answer. His h.ind plucked a ssiiufung, the short 
\lalay broad-knife, which hung upon the wall, and lobbed it sideways 
at something moving by the window. It skimmed pho phorescenily 
as the blade caught the moonlight, but missed. I. ike a bolt, he was 
across to the wnggling shape that had dropped on all fours there. 
With no '>(>und, they went down together upon the floor, Marlowe 
uppermosr, his fincers upon the man’s throat, knee bored deep into 
die soft body. The electric torch he had snatched up but kept 
ni.'skcd until then, sprayed a clear white beam, as though it had been 
-tabbing sword. A whimper of despair came Irom the man in 
iiis grasp. , 

!t was Sam Dak, the Malay. A vein throbbed at Henry Marlowe s 
temple at the sight of him. There was « Jong silence, and then icy 
death was born slowly in the white man's voice. 

• So vou would kill me ? ’’ 

“■ Hai-ya. I .would kill you, nun. I promi-c Lorenquo. I -.ome 
up here and make a sound so you would follow. I take oi i ihc 
lamps for you not to see me.” 

•• And whv > " ^ « 

•• ritjii SICiUh. He my mi-ter while he live -"t y^ 

•• So? We part, now, Sam Dak." 


Marlowe picked up the poisoned dart which i-*y on :l • r ar.J 

handed it to Sam Dak. _ 

‘•just below the wrist, Sam Dak, he s-.iid. 

^‘^Sam^Dar^ut^his eyes from the flaring glance. He 
blindlv, and ran. There was one moment when the 
lower chamber was a shattered oval of flying glass, ^ith Sam Dak 
in the middle of it and the snuiU moon swimming 

him. The next, it war, a gaping hole, a-sh^mer w,^ '^nowns^iir; 

Dclibcr.ately his linger switched on all man’s tousled 

the servants, awakened by that crash, h m 

head came to the bottom of the w ..S «mok si^shod 

“ (',o b..ck. It was my servant, Sam Dak. He ran am , - 

the window and climbed down the ivy. If he combes back, kick t.ne 
lool ,lrom ihc doo,.tcp. You hea.' ? Tell the ethers to return to 

"'He heard the man mutter, “ GooJ ridden :e !'' .and turned. 
Clare’s door had opened and her scared tace lojk^.d forth. 

:: u'S 'Sn He-rabsconded, the rascal. He would ch<«se 

Did 

da^'^e blackguard, rm 

The buds -f 

larud singiny ^nd a Lmon-coloa-xd gloA N\as s.^o.<mg a 

Uie tlCCS- 
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Slowly she dressed and went out into the dow-drenvltcd sunn.v. 

" Clare ! ” .... 

It was Henry Marlowe. He camc,^ whiic-liaircJ, but very vjtal. 
through the low mist that curdled over the ground. 

“ I watched you frorn the window. I must sptak, my dear. Sum ■ 
day a young man will say something like that to you, perhaps, Chnc 
Do you understand? 1 want to be able to give you to him, il h.' 
is worthy of vou. I want that right. Listen. I wish to adopt ymj 
as my daughter. I have wanted to for a long time. Since 1 I'lrNi 
saw you.” 

His voice was almost harsh. His thin brown hands took Clare s. 

“ Don’t answer yet. I’m going back to the East soon, and you’re 
coming uHth me — God willing. I’m a lonely man and have nobody 
to love and leave my money to. Your mother is poor. Forgive me 
if I say that. But if you come out East with me we shall leave her 
\-cry comfortable, even very happy, I bclies'c.” 

•Your daughter!” Clare spoke wonderingly. An odd. warm 
mist clouded her sight. 

“Clare Marlowe,” answered Henry Marlowe gently. ” I m.iUe 
no condition, heaven knows. A lonely man who has set his heart 
on a tiling doesn’t wish to. I should only humbly ask you take 
my name. ThiuV -it over, child. Think it over all day, then tell me." 


CHAPTER FOUR 


.SLiiATH SQUASHED A CENTIPEDE 

1 HP I’lunder In-l rolled away and the sea below the rattan bungalow 
II Sc-iiacUa Kalu, to which Gerald Sleath had lattly come, was 
silky blue. The heavy swell rolled like liquid glass to shatter, witli 
a sleepy sound in its breaking, on the beach. There were a teu 
f'ratis scattered on the horizon and the topsail of a trading schooner 
sinking below the rim, but otherwise the sea was emptv as far as 
man could see. 


Sleath squashed a small centipede which scuttled across the 
floor of the verandah. 

Just like that, eh, Cxsar ? *’ he asked, with a quizzical gleam of 
his^ fine teeth. Only few throats to be cut, and, hey, presto, 
were the uncrowned King of Kalu and his High Cliambcrlaio. 
1 ou VC got the brain of a goat, Caesar.” 

Cxsar Lorenquo, three days back in the Islands, wriggled. 

«i the old bloke-wallah will last long,” he protested. 

Meaning Rajah David ? He’s not a nigger bov, unlike some 
people I could mention. Yet somehow ’’—Sleath looked thoughtful 

inmitiw^^’~ ^ believe he tciU last long. One 

paS^‘ac?oss' grimace 

abouT^r?^"''^ is still stiff when there’s thunder 

like a ccid f.-'. 8*^* Marlowe for me. 

shou^d^ inVt . slipped, and what was behind it 

mSficurShanik Lorenquo glance down at his 

“ i ^?ed was neither tender-hearted nor fastidious. 

wav And England isn’t the Islands, by a long 

y- And he had Sam Dak hidden behind the curtain. It was a 
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pretty eurt.un, hut thin, anJ Sam Dak is very ac^-uraie. 1 tell yo« 
1 was glaJ to get out of that house.” 

■‘Ah, Sarn Dak ! ” The man at the verandah rail spoke musingly. 
“ If Sam Dak by any miracle came b.ick here, we vhould be complete. 
He's mv ju-iu. Did .Vhtrlowc show any sign of flagging him to 
death or anything like ifut ? It he did, Sam Dak\ black soul would 
".omc back to me, l'i>r '.s'ork to do.” 

I he wind was ti'-sing the p.»lms behind the bungalow and sent 
a ilry, hiN^mg sound into the silence. Gemivl SIcath raised his 
head to hH>k down at the sweep of sapphire bay, and the island garden, 
wliicli w IS Seiqueira Kalu. In the middle of it, white and shining 
like an lingli-li man--ion, was the teak and Sula stone house of old 
David Ti'en^liard. Beyond the surf of the lagoon white sails showed 
— pearling praiii — and beyond that, misty islands and mountai.n 
lops. All by the seal of the Dutch crown, the kingd»>m of Kajah 
Daviil, for the past'thrcc decades. . . . 

Gerald SIcath touched his lips with his tongue. He had the good 
fortune — or othcrwisc-^to be navi<l 'Irenchard’s nephew. 

'■ Conibundvtl oKI rntmeybags ! He had tlic audacity’ to pri'inisc 
*o shoot up his own nephew if ever lie set fo<'t t'n Kalu again, C:cs;ir.” 

” He \sill be defunct soon, perhaps.” Cxsar Lorenquo trinuned 
his nails. 

” riicrc will then be your silly cousin, his sc' ” 

” .Alan ? Ail. yes. A liandsomc lad.” 

I he wind had fallen and Kalu lay like a pa ♦' 

where in the jungle, which came down aim' 
bungalow, a n.irakeoT squalled and a trail of 
moved sliglitiy by the end of the verandah, 
was duo. 

■* W'e’ll move inside. It*s cooler there, and I've some brandy. 

A pliant figure came running, light as thi'^tlcdown, along the 
verandah, tt* stop motionless in the doorway. A wliispcrcd “Tuan ! ” 
and the Hash (»f a blue jacket in the sunlight, and a •Chinese woman 
was inside. Slic seemed to have started out of the landscape, but 
the Englishman evinced no surprise. 

“sHulI ', Lula Ling ! Wliat y*'U want, eh ? ” 

'I'lic w<iman jumped back with the movement of a startled deer 
at the sight of Lorenquf'. 

‘‘Me ihouglii — you by yourself. It is nothing. I come for a 
walk to settle inwanl iligcstion.” The Hat, wrinkled face, with its 
scraped and poma^led hair, smilerl fos'lishly, and Lula Ling, the 
(diinesc waiting-woman at D.ivid Trenchard’s house, began to 
retreat. ” Inward Jiiiestiisn all right now. No more hiccups. 1 
■pologize to vour (lend. Tf.on SIcath ” 

” rhis gentleman is a dear friend. Osmradc-m-arms. Under- 
stand ? He call on me about the health of Rajah David. 

The woman’s liquid eyes slanted at Cxsar Lorenquo, who 
epicure that ho was. surveyed her with some disgust. As she noticeu 
It a little laugh like the titter of a child broke from Lula Ling and sne 
blew smoke across at Lorenquo. . 

” He sav to himself Lula an ugly sow-pig, eh ? But not alw^y.. 

7'ium 
Laut 

MOW', and Rajah go very sick. 


io-n.t,ui 


. .Jclo 
. 1. ';ia;3 

the steamer 
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I- sav to himself Lula an ugly sow-pig, cii r out noi 
I Sleaih know that. Aic 1 Not long ago Lula the water lily ot 
But Cliincse girl go pop quickly. She wait af Rajah s tab,,. 
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. sj ! ” murmured Slcaih. 

\icc ^ad.” TIic woman’s face was an enigma. Lorcnnu « 
had iped his chair bacU and was staring at her. She sccm-.vi 
to cnjl his attention. “ Hath day Rajah David grow worse. .Malad'. 
incrca in strengtl'j. Not g<» to bed, though. I le wait for some- 
ihinglBut soon he die. Sure.” 

G^r Lurenquo, who was not squeamish, hacked a little furihcr. 
He wjehed Sleath pour out brandy and shake his head as Lula L.ing 
put Cl her hand for the glass. Sleadi raised it to his own Ups and 
cmp^l it very coolly. 

etnt.M Chinese -women best, I,ula I.,ing. You go back liom ■ 
iic-.v.lRajeh David want his supper.” 

lison ? ” said Lorenquo, drawing a breath. 

‘‘ Jme drug. God knows what.” Sleath’s hand iremblet.! a 
liltlcput his teeth flashed. He brought his foot down on anoihci 
centidc. ” Two ! ” 

at v:as the cheery nephew, de.ir old Al.in,” said C;cs:t; 

Loriiuo. gravely looking down at the floor. “Though it wa- 

rathj intelligent anticipation, w-as it ttoi > And alter that, tiic 

deluK I meantersay how will you guide the jolly fortune of th 

tlcftiLt mimarch of all he sutweys in our direction ? You are oi 

his bod. true. But Alan docs not love you and in.jv make a will 

in :. h ' '■ me- 'ory slip? up on you. Where do we come in ? ” 

“ ■ -■ i ' ick to Ute harbour, my dear Lorenquo,” lie said 

1 1 ,1 '•"•.t'j alow, through deep, hjos-.omv undergrowth, . 

n.:ii. V p.-d; \..;m down to where the Indian Ocean, its giganii.. 

nais..^ 'irre;-.';d by the coral-reef, thar.dercd gently. A small motor 

la^ich, leak'built and old, but sound enough, lay moored there In 

iht^ tiny haven ; such a boat as could be picked up in the Islanvl' 

quite cheaply after some Dutch trader had wreaked his worst uno-t 
Its engine. * 

wheel as it purred out into the bay. M.- 

er^eSly 

mass of a steamer blotted out half the skv nn » 
o^ned the throttle to draw ahead. As he did so, therc^cam • 
a soft splash in the amethyst water and the luminous trail of a stroiv' 
swimmer came moving steadily towards the boat. " 

Cssar Lorenquo. “Stop the 
engne, Sleath. We arc humanitarians, after all.” 

He was^zing fascinatedly over the side. A dark and driDPini' 

me counter ot the launch. In tom dungarees, with a face that vv", 

hatf’t^e world m a faithf^dog that had hmped aero- ; 

uiTo A body and soul, the man 

dimht?! the tower window of Bittern GraHiT 

” Me comVha stepped, dripping, into the boat. 

Ale come back to you, nun Sleath,” said Sam D,ak. 

CHAPTER FIVE 

^ ten peacocks 

his Sourjbaya to the Philippines and beyond 

ourage, violent temper and clnldlikc trust in his fdlow - 
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men h.iJ m.iJc old DaviJ I'rcnchard almost a legend. From a 
country oi dirty and blood-thirsty little native sultans, oiqueira 
K;ilu had changed to a rich little Eden under the chcstnut^cardcd 
F.nglish giant. As seaman, trader and patriarch, “ Rajah ^avid” 
had amassed power and lortune. which, in spite of the heav tribute 
levied by the Dut>.hman, grew steadily, till nowadays he \vs almost 
a figure of legend. 

'• All yours, Alan,” said David Trcnchard to his son m-c than 
once of late. My work’s done. Be good to Seiqueira Mu, my 
boy, and it'll be good to you.” 

He sat alone in his deep chair, on the stoep of his big^vhit house, 
the punkah-boy behind him. Not for one momcni, since th smoke 
of the approaching steamer had blackened the horizon, .id his 
sunken and eager eyes left it. Rajah David's wife had died f fever 
eighteen years before. He had not suffered much at the time. There 
was another woman. In London four years before he marric, when 
he had moved about its grey streets a tanned and bsardcilson of 
.\nak, whom pet'ple turned round to look at, he had loved .mabel 
( rawford, and her image remained. Marlowe had won he But 
neither Henry Marlowe nor another woman could office tht cool 
and fair image. The years had only stamped it deeper. It ws dark 
now and the steamer lay at the quay. Alan had gone dowm vth the 
gharry to meet Henry Marlowe and his daughter. Raioh David 
himself was too weak. He knew himself to bx uyine > .t 1 ig.icd 
in the soft gloom. 

The crunch of wheels, and then three fi/ ; es on ihc -v ■luluh 
steps. Alan’s laugh came, deep and boyish. • d ;-i i ami 

clean of limb, the boy loomed by the side of a lei xler, r.iih;r pai. 
girl. Rajah David’s eyes burned. , 

“ So you’re Cdare ! ” he said, on a deep b --ath. rnade 

vou in your mother's image.. Come here, my dear, ^oure not 

frightened of an old tinpot Rajah ? ” ^ ^ , 

“ Miss Marlowe’s a bit tired,' Alan TrencharJ put in quickly. 
” It’s a beastly passage through the Straits when you’re not used 

Clare smiled gratefully at the young man, and iheir eyes, each 
lit with the warmth of youth, met each other s. 

” A bit,” she admitted. ” I’m not acclunatized yet. either. 1 he 

Islands are rather like a dream at first, you know, and 1 m not used 
to Rajahs and their sons.” 

The old Rajah put out his hand. . 

” W'ell, Heiry Marlowe! You’ve changed in twenty years, i 
heard a rumour that you were in Java not long ago, but you never 
came across to Kalu. Frightened of old man 1 rcnchard, eh ? Man, 
I’d forgotten we parted brass rags years ago. hen I saw from some 
travel magazine that you’d taken a house in England— well— 1 wrote 
vou. You know whv. I'm glad to sec you. 


It was half on hour later, when the dint^r-gong w.as throbbing 
softly through R.ijah David’s house, that Clare, her lips pressed 

together, faced Henry Marlowe alone. u i’ i m-inf 

•' 1 feel horribly guilty,” she said. “Just as though I d mc.-»nt 

deliberately to deceive, him all the time.’ Can t wc tell him . 


<« 


And 
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cak his heart ? He’s kept himscll alive till he saw jou 


Poor oldrenchard is a sick manj Clare, one can see ihat.^_ It won’t 
be for l3 It makes hun happy. You can see that, too.” 

'* It’s p honest.” 

“No,k dishonest. But honesty is sometimes a brutal thing> 
my dear] Henry Marlowe took her hands in his and looked down 
at the ubled face. When he did that, Clare fclr that there was 
some bo between them which she could not fathom, ond w’hethcr 
it frighn d her or gave her pleasure she could never tell. ' If \vv 
were all nest, the worhl would be even more miserable than it 
Poor olclaiah ! He even secs your resemblance to me.” 

Marla’s lips twitched above Clare’s briglti head. Something 
in his tJ jarred her faintly for an instant and she raised her face 
sharply.tBuf, again, he spoke in the deep, level voice that always 
had suqpowcr to reassure her. 

“ Yolave me your promise. Will you go back on n ? ” 

” Wlfdid you make me ? ” She threw up her head again rather 
pleaditi*. “ Oh, 1 know you’ve been very kind. 1 want to show 
n^y graliidc. But if they found out that I was only your adopted 
daughtj, an — an impostor— horrible word and a horrible thing. . . 


A ai-.n rede over the low palms and mangroves and lit the surf 
i die /.I to silven* l.'ce, where it boomed softly and then died awav 
thc|-‘isiar--.'. ih*’ binnacle light in the cockpit lit up Al.m 
1 rcna‘»ard's* vg chin nd the straight lips, with their liny, strong 
jr,otr tachc. ■ 

't was Clare ..uu spoke, dreamily < 

•• 1 ' . your islands at night. Sometimes, by daylight, I think 

there s something dangerous and a bit sinister about them, as though 
they were too beautiful and fierce to be good. They look as though 

n .^at. 1 was born on Kalu and Tm the son of 

though everybody gives him it 
he s proud of it — yet 1 get nervy sometimes. But you’ll not find 
La smistCT. It s my special preserve. The old man 

the pearl and copra there. The Mahv 
w- M {f ® »?w-breakcr. So we call it in English, Ten Peacocks.” 

bJm « All had brought in for 

wondered? His usuaUy steady youn^g 

To Uke^ ^‘irin^f^x Reluctant 
s?nldnff Rnr th? ?A Peacocks. Ra)ah David, his father, was 

carry fwavS^c commandingly insisted that lie should 

w *"^^'** Marlowe had 

” week or two.” 

” I’m an®!.. u lauglied and coloOred faintly. 

known you almys.-^ ^ ^ to have 

thSSi'she h“’'‘ "‘'S'- . ®''=, too. felt a. 

and lean limbs all h?r young man, with his slow smile 

can nmos, all her life. He seemed to stretch a big, firm band 
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• o her out of all the terrifying beauty of the Islaiuh. 

C larc thv'ught, ‘•he was afraki . . . 

Ten IVacocks stood against the sunrise, all blood ai gold and 
milky cloud curtains. Ihrough the reef the launch sh out on a 
^itin flood into a lagoon that held not ten, but a myri: peacocks. 
By a blossom-hidden path tliey walked to the slim bamb< bungalow 
which I rcnchard had had built and what was to Cla a dream 
hreakfa'-t was served by a silent Chinese servant . . . Tf/ watched 
the teak-hued divers and c.\plored the mosque which me long- 
dcp.Trtcil sultan had built out of the blood and sweat ohis slaves. 

They were both strangely tongue-tied again, as they larded the 
l.mnch where the water lapped it in the lagoon. The enne, which 
was usually velvet smotuh, stuck for a moment and then fid huskily- 
r>ui, drawing towards the opening of the coral atoll, it sofiicd down 
to its steady purr. 

'i'he surf was like white ihunvlcr about the reef. Oy at the 
opening did the water run glassy and smooth. Trenchal opened 
out and the craft shot forward. Under the hatch, as the bov soused, 
sounded a faint crash, 'i'he propeller shrieked and stoppd. The 
headlong way died tlown. Slowly the launch slewed, like a im horse 
that shied at danger. 

It was all over in an instant. Broadside the launch lift. 1 ..d» v'ith 
Clare in his arms. Trenchard leapt. The overturr'n,’ ris« 
poised over them. Clare had a moment to •• v 

plucked down decp*into a blue twilight. T’h ; , .: i '■ 'o 

the smother of surf. She saw Alan Trcnc ... si ■t/i’-u 


. Her*.. 




with a sudden glow of happiness, whi 
m<»mcnt of danger. 

I can swim. Don't worrj’ ! ” she c- — 

\\ hether or not he heard, he caught her and a mighty wave sent 
them swirling back into the lagoon. He was holding her, sw^ming 
str(>ngly, holding her so fast that she called out in pain. But the 
dominant feeling was joy, insane joy at his touch and die dread lor 
her on his bloodless, white face. ... . 

You’re not hurt? ” They stood, dripping, on the white sand. 
No. And I could swim. I shouted it out to you. 

So could the sharks. They’re born to it, you know. 

The colour ebbed from her cheeks. Alan Trenchard looked down 

at the slim, whitc-breoched figure. . . , , , c 

“ I love you very much, Clare," he said. ” I'm a hobbledehoy ol 
: Islands. But I’ve loved you ever since I set eyes on^you. 1 ve 

ry sudden. 


t • 


( « 


it 


the - -- , . ^ » 

been telling you all morning. Couldn t you hear me.. 

lid," whispered Clare. " 'I'hough it's ve 


I think I could 

I think I like it because of that. 

The surf boomed on the reef and ground the fragments ol the 
mc*tor-boat ag.iinst the coral. But they neither saw nor lieard. 

Presently Clare stirred and sighed. . , , t i 

“ It’s the Mands. They’ve got into my blood already. 1 onn 

saw you .n week ago. And you a Rajah’s son ! 

I'rvnchard dropped his lips to her h.air. His eyes danced. 

‘•.\nd the old Rajah fixed it long since with your father. I 
than suspect. Usually people hate each other at first sight und(^. 
tlicse circumstances. But we didn’t.” 

A cliiil shot through Clare, ky revelation seemed to come, 5nc 


v: 
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sat stariniint the lagnon. That wa* why Henry Marlnwj had brought 
her Eastibien . . . Slowiy sire Iwkcd at Alan 'I rcnchard. It had b<-cn 
very swiC like the dawn she had watched that morning. But it wav 
real. Life the dawn, it would not go back till the long night lell. 
Already 4e thought that she might lose him turned her sick. In the 
middle civaguc terror and deceit he was the clean, while thing. 

“Iftthad been some other girl and not— Clare Marlowe 

She hcl( her breath and Alan Trcnchard laughed. 

“Noti hope. Clare Marlowe was my dream-girl.” he sani, 

“ The 0 I man has thrown out hints, and I’m rather a romantic 
devil, we not met many women, you see, and this Clare Marlowe 
becamcleal. NX'hcn you stepped off the steamer at Kalu you were 
just liietirea n-girl, come to life.” 

He rad ner close, while she blinded her soul to everything but 
him. Ad they were standing thus when, from behind the coco-nuts 
that friged the lagoon, a small boat appeared. Trcnchard’s head 
went \J and he stepped back, all at once vigilant and alert, with the 
scconiature of the wild that had been his since childhood. 

sin Gerald back here ! ” he muttered. He looked ugly for 
a moitnt and his hand went to his pocket. 

Slojly the dingy motor-boat cut the lagoon with its stub-nose. 
•.\ re thrc" men in it. A lean and languid figure at the tiller 
\ nis >sun iiclmct and sent a drawling hail, 
f Kfi'.N ’-ou swamp and came as quickly as we could. Been 
ri-.w 1 arc just away home to Kalu. Take you and Miss 

ii'we vi'l pleasure.” 

into the boat as it came skilfully to the beach. It was 
C.a;sar Lorenquo who jumped up to hand her in. Slcath, monocle 
in his eye, barely looked at her. The Malay in the bows did not 
turn hU hunched back. 

“.Charming rescue,” said Cxsar Lorenquo. " W’c’rc delighted. 
W e re all squires of dames here. And of gentlemen too, of course, 
when they’re in peril.” 

He smiled Umpidly at Clare, his eyes wide open with admiration 
and cxcttcmeni. 

” Miss Marlowe ? ” he said. ” I had not the pleasure of meeting 
you when I called upon Mr. Henry Marlowe in England a month 
or two ago. Indeed. I did not know he had a daughter so charming.” 

Her mouth felt dry, but with a great effort she kept her outward 
calm. She slipped her hand in Alan Trenchard's arm and felt his 
warm, strong body where his heart beat. That comforted her and 
loosened the trap she was in slightly; the trap that bad sprung 
right in the sunlight of her happiness, out of that dark, smiling face 
opposite. They knew the secret, these two men in the nightmare- 
boat she stepped into out of the beauty and colour of Ten 

the knew it. Then Clare sat even 

before. . . . 

. , ^ bows turned and showed the supine and expres- 

sionless face of Sam Dak, Henry Marlowe’s servant 

He made no visible movcmeiit. But something came curving in 

his hand and stuck, humming, in the woodwork 
Clare and Alan Trcnchard 

a Shot across the bows,” said Gerald Sleaih, his eyeglass 
g ictenne,. Tut up your hands gracefully, Cousin Alan.” 
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CHAPTER SIX 

NAG AKD N'AGINA IN THb‘ TEMPLE 

So unexpectedly came the spinning blade from Sam Dak's phleg- 
matic lingers that it was like some tropical insect which settled and 
hummed between Oare and Alan Trcnchard almost bcfire either 
Ci)uld realize it. For a moment Trcnchard was stupeficl by i«ie 
.Malay’s treachery’ and by Gerald Sleatb’s summons to sorrendor, 
but that was not for lone. 

‘You very clever dog, Slcaih ! ” he said slowly. “What’s the 
game, I wonder ? ” 

The automatic in the pocket of his shantung coat craJ;cd and 
behind Sam Dak a splinter blanched the coaming of the Joamj B!wn 
as she throbbed stolidly through the blue sweli. 

.Sam Dak, from hi-s place in the bows, threw again swiftly 
Even as the young man squeezed the trigger a second lime he felt 
a burning pang ot pain shoot through the flesh of his upper cm an.l 
his right sleeve was pinned fast. Bending over, with a quick move- 
ment of his wrist, Gerald Slcath secured Trenchard’s weapoi while 
he still plucked ticrccly to free htmsclf. 

The advantage is always wi^h the party wlto first spnigs the 
surprise, Cousin Alan,” Slcath said gravely. “ That is one )1 Uie 
maxims of war. And it is awkward shooting out of- I’ne i cket 
aboard a motor-boat in a nasty swell. Besivles, Sam Dais s.oi 
the hind legs o(T a mosquito.” 

Clare looked at the deadly, good-looking Jacc. Me? .s gia ic.- 
travelled over her, indifferent, yet scorching, then w ni 

” Ask any questions, Alan, my door fellow. I m here to answer 

T'rcnchard closed his teeth helplc>siy. Tht^gh 
intuition of danger had touched hint as he and 

mto the motor-boat he had ignored tf. tn h.s eagerness to get ba^ 
from Ten Peacocks to Kalu and old Ra,ah David Ge^d Slcath, 
his cousin, was a beachcombcr-whito cargo. 

David Trenc-hard had vowed he would shoot him up if ever he Swt 

foot upon Kalu again. . . 

“ I’d like to know what this tncKy business is about, ^lan 
slowly. ” And— well, to begin with, why you ^cuttl^ the cn^n- 
of my motor-launch while Miss Marlowe and I were on Ten Peacocks, 

W'dr^^Slcath laughed, “ the reason was obvious, wasn’t n, when 

.he Ahlg conkl'S ou?by ’.he reef? You wen. over nght enough, 

you and Miss Marlowe, but Johnny Shark "’f, ^ 

or something. You should keep a manlier breed of .archaria in tnai 

‘“"Clul-^oprcd 'he‘r'cyes"nd”,aw that Sam Dak was binding 

wnh somc^ kind of grass thongs. The young man 

.sas only a moment before the curling lariat P";‘‘'^“'-'-\^'‘^? 7 oakeJ 
‘‘ Missic, Tuan ? " Sam Dak, -po.akmg for the first iimv.. loaUJ 

oucsfioiiingly at Slcath. . , 4 

” Oh, no ! ” protested Lorenquo in a shocked \oi^. , g^j^in’ 

(.brc fought back her coolness again. The boat was hcaam.. 
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northwards -C'.larc knew that, by the sun— and was plouj'hin^ 
through a jilted, blue sea, leaving abeam tlic harbour and Davul 
Trenchardf house, visible like a white crumb on the hilKide 
Presently alow, swampy shore, thick with mangroves, came inn* 
view, and k motor-boat edged slowly into it. It was a des'olatc and 
umnhabitc part of Kalu, Clare guessed, that glowing jungle, with 
its hum of nscas which came like the sound of some sleepy musu 
aboi'C the irob of the engine. It had the look of a rioting poist*n- 
garden, wfch caught human beings in its tentacles and held them 
till they s pt. . . . 

“ Sleath ” Trcnchard, with a startled glance at his surroundings, 
spoke shaily. “ Can I drive a bargain with you ? Tm your meat, 
it seems, liut I’ve a couple of thousand pounds’ worth of pearls 
Ijing arouW on Ten Peacocks. I'll give you a chit to my headman 
for theml you’ll promise a safe conduct home for Miss Marlowe.” 

Gerald Sleath dropped his cheroot with a hiss into iltc tawny 
water andremaincJ as silent as stone. It was Cajsar Loronquo who 
spoke. H ilircw a half-veiled glance at Trenchard's cousin and his 
voice wasvclvei. 

“ I ihiA it is an excellent suggestion. Our business is purely with 
Cousin ^n. You sec. Miss Marlowe, this is the River of Smoking 
Hearts. It is a deuced poetic name, Is it not? Until Rajah David 
came, ;ml tor some time after, the Malays used to hold sacrilices in 
r. 'f ; -I?.' ••li'-y liuilt— I rather think we're going to it — and took the 
•!; ' -Ii ' >./cre marked for sacrifice up this river in canoes. It 
wj'^ iCshcd e..' omfortablc when they got there, because their hearts 
tSLic taken out with one slash of a sundang and thrown to the jolly 
alligators. Not that we’re going to do anything like that to Cousin 
Alan— at least, I don’t expect it. . . . What do you think of Mr. 
Trenchard’s suggestion, Sleath? I consider it rather good. Mr. 
Trcnchard gives us an order to his headman and we pul Miss Marlowe 
some place where she can walk home to her — well, to her daddy.” 

“ I woiUdn’t go,” Clare said slowly. ” Alan, dear, do Mr. SIcatli 
and Mr. Lorenquo look as though they were the sort of white men 
who know what it is to keep any kind of promise ? ” 

Fear fled from Clare. Her voice was low with quiet scorn 

* * . * * • 


There was a landing of teak logs, overgrown now with blossom 
and orchids, and the Temple of Smoking Hearts stood in what had 
once been a wide clearing. It was fashioned like a rough pagoda, 
of some black wood that still glistened silkily beneath the climbing 
undergrowth. Long ago, Rajah David had routed the degenerate 
tribe which had forsaken the Koran for some more savage cult. Rut. 

deep m mat silent jungle, remote from the gentler parts of Kalu! 
their temple still stood. 

Sleath.” Alan Trcnchard, helplessly 
pinioned, wath Sam Dak by his side, spoke quietly. ” I gave you 

I rather doubt, 

?o do with If, ncT ? 

Sleath nodded. Inside the square chamber it was almost dark. 

Tr«.rwi without a bit of melodrama now and then, 

« Jii K- ^ ‘ sketch the next tsventy-four hours for you. There 
e a rumpus m Rajah David's palace when nightfall comes 
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without you. Hvcry man jack will be set beating lie island tot 
you and Miss Marlowe. Some lime to-morrow, probbly, a party 
will come up the river and find your motor-launch mored outside 
the I'emplc vtt‘ Smoking Hearts — we shall salvage it frtn the beich 
•It Ten I’catoeks and bring it here — and, in the tempt, they will 
jir.d the two lovers who strayed to see the sights of lalu.” 

‘ I see. With Sam Dak’s knife— 

'i'he other man’s eyebrows went up. 

■' Wh.it has Sam Dak's knife to do with it ? Didn you know 
there was anotlur n one lor this place since it fell into disise, cousin ? 
The Bu-'his call it Uie Cobra’s Nest.” 

<icrald Sleuth turned away carelessly and stmclc'a mteh to light 
a fresh clK'ro,>t. 

Tren.h.ird sprang to th.' doorway as the nvo men pissed forth 
into ihe green iwiliglit and tlic butt oi‘ Slcath’s autoaatic swung 
nnmd to his temple. D.izeJ an.l stumbling, he fell bi:k beneath 
the blow as the heavy door rumbled to. The muJHed spttter of the 
motor-baat sounded on the river, and set a devil bird .crccching. 

"Clare slear ! ” Trenchard felt her soft breath oi his face. 
Without any words she was w.ir’King at the thongs whiih fastened 
lum as he sat on the ground wi:h his head loanging. A.goan broke 
trom him. 

’■ Give me your knife.” Clare was feeling in his pocket ” rhert 
must be some w.iy out ol this place, Alan. Oh, if only ii wayi t so 
dark ! It must be getting on for nighi-iims', too. Thc^,', ’V ~ 
.A^in gently pul her aside. There was a musky, rcpiiiiiin sineil 
about the Temple of Smoking Hearts that brought back the memory 
ol Slee'h’s purpo.se like the kiss of a blade. He trod wanly to ihe 
door. Ihough, he guessed, the cobras which 
their haunt, would not come until the 

there from the jungle. The door was one so ld block of blackwood, 
shaped and mortised to the cuiwe ot the thick wooden wall and 
strong as iron. Trenchard tried it with his shoulder. It was im- 
movable. The heavy batten which closed it from outside '^as doj^. 

Trenchard glanced up. At one time there had been a 
hdder to the upper platform where the alligator worshippers had 
permed the, r'^grisly rites. But it hung 

with its lowest rung out of reach and crumbling visibly. In .the 
jungle outside tlrerc came the tar away aurgh h . 
that had missed its -spring and the bark of a lackaK ' 

night was near, since the night-hunting animus were coming out. 
Clai-rwas beside some bedaubed block of wood which 

in a shuddering laugh. ” But we can sit on it. Is there no way 

“‘'hc' ' movea ond stopped. On the door, a J'vay. 

w.ts a moving "shadow and, as Trenchard stared, he 

nieces which slippc.i past them. The Utile noi^e he made 

involunurilv drew up his fo.5t caused ?^c of jhem V? 
moment, hiVdng faintly and swaying with his hood distended, 

Its beadhke eyes lighting up to topaz. , 
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" Sit on the alligator, Clare. Lift your feet.' Quietly 1 ” 

There was just room for the two of them. A little sighing sounJ 
whistled through the timbers above their head't. The night brce/<'. 
There were other noises — soft, rustling noises — and the shadows 
which lay upon the floor ofihc Temple of Smoking Hearts became 
moving things that ringed them in. 

'‘As still as you can be, Clare dearest, bravest girl ! ” 

Clare’s hand cremt into Alan I'rcnchard’s. A heavy scent was 
rising, the scent of decay and poisonous flowers, and it made her 
tcel as sleepy as a narcotic drug might. Hacli time she moved one 
of the shadows paused and swayed upright, hooded, bloated. I'hcy 
were cobras, she knew, and it was a jungle death that she, Clare 
Gray, who had so recently trod the pavements of prosaic lujndon, 
taccd. Only by thinking of other things could she keep cool and 
awake—ot Henry Marlowe and Rajah David and of little inumsie, 
siiung in her garden and looking over the marshes where it would 
be broad afternoon at that hour. ITicre was little chance .if ever 
seeing daylight again. How short and sweet it had been ! But it 
was time she told Alan the truth. 

“Alan dear, I want you to listen to me ’’ 

One of the shadows launched itself like a black spear, at live 
vibration of her voice. The soft click of its imp.ici against ihe woovi 
beneath her drawn-up feet came clearly. Trcnchard’s arm tightened 
'bout her and a l.ulc sigh of terror and relief came from Cla-e. 

CHAPTER SEVEN 

COCKTAILS RY LULA LING 

Of his household into h^d? the ordering 

kcpt'Sre al'^Ten PMMckf mtil Tw"' 

Ling!” He c^LdX rif? . ^ Come here, Lula 

ihe house on her hecllcss^*^ippV^”™‘ Jj'iding out of 
about .. ,. • “PPer^* Ha\je you noticed anything 


r f^krEowc ? '• 


asked Lulu Ling, poising the 

M^ii?«rd^»SddEd'^a^^s V “ Philippine bartender." 

She’s an artist Tma l. ^^P^ion as Lula Ling \wnt our 
“ IPs rath^ an cmlrT Question. Mnrlowl ? " 

i«u v^t me to be wSdi? T ^inTlK ° If 

Other.’* • odid, I think they rc tailing in love with each 
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You do ? ” David Trencliard closed his Nvrinkled eyes, like a 
tired old eagle. There was a silence. Then : 

“ It was what I wanted you out here for, Marlowe, at the back 
of my mind. Not so far back, cither. Since I saw that she tvas 
another edition of Amabel, I could hardly wait. I wanted to order 
’em into it. like the old bashaw I am. If I can give my son a wife 
like Amabel. I'll die content.” 

Henry Marlowe sighed, and flicked the ash from his cigar. 

"She’s Amabel’s image, I know. She has her nature, too" — 
the mobile lips were pursed sentimentally. One must have occasional 
amusement, thought Henry Marlovs'C inwardly, and this old rajah 
of Sciqueira Kalu, in his second childhood, was fair game. " But 
there’ll be confounded little dowry for my daughter, Trenchard, 


I’m afraid. I’m broke.” 

" 'I'hat ! ’’ — an imperious smile. " She’ll be my son’s wife, 
Marlowe. Ranee of Kalu. And you, if you wish to stay out here, 
will be well provided for after I'm buried up on the mountain yonder 
where I shall be able to sec the pram come into the lagoon — the 
old m.an paused musingly, ignoring Marlowe’s protesting gesture. 

" It may come any day — the end. But I’d like to see them married 
before I go ; ay, and maybe an hoir on the way." 

Rajah David leaned forward. The drink which Lula Ling had 
served seemed to have whipped his tired strength for the moment. 

“ You know my nephew, Gerald Sleath ? 

" Slightly.” In the dusk that hung over Kalu and driftod between 
the lamps of the verandah like the bloom of a purple grape, Henry 
Marlowe’s figure grew quite still. 

" He’s a bad egg. But he’s got round the Dutchmen, to some , 
extent. If my race dies out they’ll give him the conunission • 

this place, because he’s my nephew. If I willed it elsewhere, they 
tear it up. They’re great sticklers for the family system m their 
Colonics, the Hollanders. If Alan had no children, or anything 
happened to him— well, Sleath might come m. And I d rather sev 

Kalu go down in an earthquake." ' hniKc 

I ajah David started uneasily, as a clock 
and the figure of a man came climbing the verandah steps. "‘•Jp 
Marlowe foo, with a feeling of catastrophe which perhaps Sleath s 

name had brought^ made a step pmcocUs 

'‘Ornar^ ’’ it was the bearded Arab headman pf Icn leacocKs 

who m^dc an obeisance to Rajah David " Where is Tuan ? 

" Nine hours since Tuan Alan and the rmssic left Ten FeacocKs 

Rajah David. I come from there now. to sec young /M^about 

the black pearls which Banji, the jeweller, was to 

Rajah David, his face changed and gaunt, struck a . . 

hung by his side. Tl^e rcvcrbcrauons were echoing [trough the 

bungalow and down to^the waterfront, where 

the twang of the samisen of the lapancsc musician m Joe Sang s cate 
"Raiah DaviTs siinii>iou< ! " ' 


Clare raised her head very slorvly from Alan Trenchard’s shoulder. 

Her eyes were heavy and her body stiff. The from 

was so great that it seemed easier to lower her feet to 
the c.nn cd wooden beast upon which they at without mo\ing, ana 
let hi^ppcn at once what mu>t conic sooner or later. 
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“ What’s that > ” 

“ Nothing. Only jungle sounds. Clare dearest, try not i'5 move. ' 

“How much longer is it till dawn, Alan? It seems sucli .in 
eternity, doesn’t it ? ” 

Trenchard made no answer s.avc a, wry smile which Clare did not 
see. It was six more hours to dawm. The hot, sleepy scents of tlie 
Temple of Smoking Hearts would lull them unconscious long before 
then, Alan guessed. When tlicy slept, they would fall. . . . Thniugh 
little cracks and notches in the temple walls the moonlight hlierc..i 
and fell in tinsel streaks across the ^oor. 

“ There’s something outside, some bigger noise ” 

“ Imagination. It can’t be Slearh and his crew. They’ve been 
here and gone away again, leaving the old launch moored on the 
river outside, as Sleath said. Proof of two foolish lovers wh > 
wandered into a temple — by heavens, though, there goes somctliing ! 
I heard it. Keep still, dearest, for pity’s sake ! ” 

Ouftidc. the equatorial jungle fought and slew and fed in its 
midnight life. Came suddenly the shrill trumpciing of elephants 
and then, faint but clear down the river, the crack of a rifle. Then 
a long silence. . . . The angujsh of Clare’s cramped body became 
unbearable in that period of waiting. 

A fusilade of rifle shots, nearer this time, the beat of paddles o:\ 
the water, and the hai-yai ’’ of hunters. Some hcavv body came 
^larnDing and crackling through the undergrowtit, very near to tlnit 
tomlx o( ^bras which enclosed them. On the oilier side of the 
blackwood wall of the temple, there were elephantine gurglings and 
whimpeqngs, and then a sound as though a giant hand fumbled 
at the barton which closed the heavy door. Last of all came a double 
-.ho^and a heavy crash that jarred the temple. 

Tc a ■ whispered Clare, unbelievingly. 

blalk shadow spangled moonUght, was clear. Not a green- 
^ Tr^n^w^ renmned upon it after that last crash. 

only to discover his voice hoarse, and rela.xcd 

Suck Xch £h 2' ‘^'7- >he pakne j 

"Tuan Alan ! ” 

53B?:r ‘5 

“It’s me X some fear on his yellow-brown face, 

temple"' ’ Trenchard said. "We were locked in the 

B^a, hunter, touched his beard 

in strange JhC “AUah works 

Bintanc, the^roeue ^ u” '’^'ere hunting 

a-mondi since, his teak rolling 

wayi(>* earth. And you live. Allah works in strange 
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D.\'.vn v.as o-.-ning up o»cr the harbour of Sciqueira Kalu anJ 
t'.ic launcn hissed softly through a sea of shot silk towards it. Clare. 

curled up in a nest of cushions, stirred, to come awake with a 
shiver. 

•• I was dreaming of .-Mlah,” she said. “ He was a bit like Baba, 
and a bit like Rajah David. Are we nearly home ? ” 

Trcnchard nodded. The motor-launch was undamaged, and ran 
smoothly. Sleath, to aid his circumstantial evidence, must have 
pumped ic out and put the engine in working order with considerable 
efhei-mey. It made Trenchard smile grimly. There was a hunt 
awaiting for that human rogue, his cousin, as relentless as that which 
ended Riniang's career. 

“ You’re jungle-blooded now, Clare,” he said. ” Vou’ll be a fit 
Kalu, please God. Are you afraid of the Islands now?” 
No,” breathed back Clare, “ nor now. Not of the Islands. 
Not of — anything.” 

She felt it to be true. The night's terror had tempered her in 
some subtle way, and made her feel that she belonged to that tropic 
country, and to Alan. It was a new Clare who was going back to 
Sciqueira Kalu. She watched a fleet of boats shoot out of the harbour 
to meet them and on the water-front caught sight of David Trcn- 
chard’s rickshaw, waiting with the straight figure of Henrj' Marlowe 
by its side. 

” You young runagate ! ” Rajah David’s voice shook with relief 
as they approached. ” Vi’hat do you mean by this ? ” 

“Ask Cousin Gerald, sir. He got us. But that will wait a minute 
i'r two. There’s another thing that won’t ” — the voung man flushed 
and laughed as he gently drew Clare forward — ‘‘I’ve found a new 
Ranee for K.alu, Rajah David. I want to marry Clare.” 

’■ Quick work ! And you, Clare ? ” 

Hunger and tenderness was in the old man’s faded eyes, banishing 
the livid menace which had come to him at Sleath’s name. His 
hands went out slowly and rested on Clare’s shoulders. 

“Yes — I want to, please,” Clare whispered, ‘‘if I — if I please 
you.” 

” We’ll go up to the house,” it was .a shaky laugh that Rajah David 
gave, ” I’m all in with the night’s waiting and worry. We’ll have 
Sleath flogged and put to sea with salt in his wounds — presently. 

I can’t think of him now. It must be soon, Clare and Alan ! Soon, 
i jmcmbcr ! ” 

As the rickshaw started to climb the hill, his laugh rang out, 
triumphant and deep, like that of the goldenhcartcd ad\|enturcr 
u ho had come to Kalu fifty years before. The sound of it made 
Clare fall back, and touch Hcnr>’ Marlowe’s sleeve. When she 
looked at him she w.as very calm, though pale beneath her sunburn. 

” I’m going to throw myself on his mercy,” shc^ said simply. 

” I’m going to tell him. Nothing can stop me now.” 
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don’t tfll!’’ 

'i'HE resolution in, Clare’s voice was not to be mistaken. Marlowe 
ghneed at her, and inclined his head slowly. He made no other sign. 
■ Very well," he said, without visible emotion. ‘‘ If You have 


decided, Clare. I only make one request, i.et me be the one to tell 
• Rajah David that I am a liar and an impostor. You may tell Aim. 
That will be fair enough division of the honours, I imagine.” 

“ You see that we must, don’t you ? ” asked Clare. She stood still 
and held Marlowe back, letting the rickshaw melt and disappear 
among the tangle of the garden till they were alone. ” 1 want y»>u 
to see it and agree. It was contemptible from the start. And I never 
wanted to think of you as — contemptible- I thought of you — as the 
«raightest man in creation, Mr. Marlowe, from the beginning. 
Though, some way, when you suggested that I should pass for your 
real daughter, I had to agree. I’ve often wondered why. Oh, I’m 
not giving you the blame. It’s mine as much as yours. 

An absurd touch of gratitude, perhaps,” Marlowe returned, with 
a wry smile. “A notion on your part that, though I may only be an 
adopted parent, I might be as mildly wicked as the real genuine 
article when a chance of happiness and fortune came to you. Let 
alone a bit of sentiment for an old white rajah who hasn’t long to live. 

' You VC |u« p^ssd through an unnerving experience. 
Child. Go and sleep it off. Then we’ll throw ourselves on the merev 
01 the bgypuans. But not till then. You promise ’ ” 

* * * * ^ * 


It was late afternoon when Marlowe awoke, too, refreshed. Clare 
IJf Marlowe saw the glint of her blue frock and the sheen 

t! ‘u He was almost startled for a moment. 

to him out of the shadows. ’ 

I’ve Marlowe, “ sit down. There’s something 

‘‘ threw up a startled head. 

toS^the™ tha?s ’all n?, disgraceful. W'e were conspirators 

like an elderly fool.” ^ myscll. 

“ Please go on.” 

future peace He haH to,d<^th, ho began thinking of his 

and he had a son WeU * pother long ago. as you know. 

she compared Seiau^ir^^r^ T'feP’’ I suppose 

woman, and Kalu had it Did Battersc.a, Clare, that pluckv 

go, wilUngly. in snite if r£ k occur to you that she let you 

" Then she kne£l!! ^ tho heartbreak it must have been > ” 

Clare’s head swaS^he out here ” 

cndisd, with wistful irony^^^ Marlowe who 

Of Oiis fearful sin ? both knew, Clare. 


Wo both hoped.” 
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Ho hnd ihii'-hed his piece of crafismanship. It was a s\-ork of arr, 
Henry Marlowe ciinsidercd. He never brought forth a Uc unless it 
V. as nicely h immercd and chiselled beforehand. There was no flaw 
that he could see in ir. She was infatuated with young TrcncharJ, 
and Uiis bringing in of her mother, this master-stroke, blew her 
conscience to fragments. The colour was rising in her checks and 
her eyes swam. 

I ne%er guessed. 1 never thought you had met. But it was like 
mumsie. She was never too scrupulous — about me." 

Clare closed her eyes tor a moment. That dream, too ! Behind 
her brairv. soft and insi.stonr, the words beat: "D-’n't tell! Don't 
ull / " Ir was her mother who, on that day she had come homo 
!rom the doctor's, had sltown her the advertisement with the fathom- 
less sm.lc she wore when she built castles in the air for her daughter. 
At times she could be very mysterious . . . "Don't tell ! " 

•Alan was w.iicing in the palm-covered porch. A wind, sweet and 
salt, h.nd sprung up, turning the lagoon below to wrinkled blue and 
'Crting the leaves dimeing. Clare stood watching him a moment 
bci'orc he luiew she was there ; the lean, tanned face, hard chin and 
slean strength of him. He loi‘ked as though he ought to have loved 
in.my women. A’cr she was the first . . . 

Trenchard caught her siiently. At her throat, witli a laugli, he 
placed someiliing that was cool to the sidn. 

■■ laiack pearls,” he said. ” Out of the lagoon at Ten Peacocks.. 
It always gave me what I wanted. Sleaili didn't know. liiMi."- - 
■'.Are they lucky ? ” 

-As !us arm went about her, she crept close snd felt the son.n ol li‘e 
tltril! through her. Her boats were burned. She had puUed the 
sweet net about her with her own hands. Henry Alarlowc-and *he 
I'ttle mother in far-off England could banish their fear for c\ei. 
Nv)thing evil would happen now. Nothing could. 


c: H A V T I- R NINE 

SllIN'lNO flAVliN 

'I'ffEi'E was bunting and blossoms on the water-lroni of Kilu, cviciy 
^h^r) in the h.nrbour was dressed, every woman on Kalu had wreathed 
herself in flowers, and in the far jungle and the distant la^on hunters 
■ nd fiihi'rmcn were feasting for tf.c wedding of Rajah David s son. 

The bridal drcss iiad come from Batavia, made by the hands ol a 
1-rcnchv.oman from the Rue de la Paix. Clare had unexpectedly 
.’:>covered herself possessed of a personal maid. Old l^avi.i 
rrcnclisnrJ, with n gesture of triumph> produced her. 

Thcrc^s nothing she can’t do,” he said. “ Slic was maid to yie 
dauahrer of an old Chinee merchant prince over in Laut once. Her 

inme’s Lula Ling.” . » * » • ci ^ 

f'tu'-e was not sure ai first whether she Ii^cd Luia Ling, oju 
'-esomblc.l some puckered idol that moved noiselessly about Rijan 
D ' id’s house, chanting 'oftJy to itself ; an inhuman thing of ycHoW 
ivory. But she w.as deft and skilful as any Parisian born. In tln>? 
moth-winged days that flitted towards iha wedding, Lula Ling 
iu verod about Cl.ire like a useful sliaiow. During those dajre LJar*. 
va-.v li lie of Henry Marlowe, for which she v.as v.-gucly glad. Kut, 
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by the hands of Lula Ling, she had despatched a cable U' little 
mumsie in her English cottage, ten thousand miles away, anti the 
answer lay crushed next to her heart, a brief but sweet message : 
God bless you and your husband, Clare, dear. 

It brought a lump to Clare’s throat to read it again, when she crept 
out of bed to the window of her room and looked down on the harbour 
late that night before her wedding. There was distant lightning on 
the horizon. One of the swift tropical storms was sweeping denvn I'li 
Kalu. But, late as it was, there was music and laughter on the water- 
front. "The Aiaraquita, Rajah David’s steam yacht, rode in a welter 
of its own lights on the motionless lagoon, waiting to carry her and 
Alan away on their honeymoon next day. The house was very quiet, 
save for the boom of approaclting thunder. 

Presently she became aware of a soft, crooning sound. At first 
Clare could not place it. But the rattan door of the ante-chamber, 
where Lula Ling slept on her rash matting, had swung ajar as thunder 
shook the house. And to-night Lula Ling was not asleep. She 
stood, illuminated by the lights of the harbour and the flooding flaslics 
of lightning, with something poised in her hand. Clare, in the door- 
way, recognized it. It was a goblet, cars'cd from a single piece of 
yc.low )ade,_ which was Rajah David's favourite drinking cup. At 
first, Clare judged that Lula Ling was cleaning it.- Yci. there was 
something in Lula Ling’s low song that was like a witch’s incantation. 

Lula Ling tilted the goblet and clasped it, stem upwards, between 
tlte long fingers of one hand. With the other she steadied a tiny 
phial, from which, with each lightning flash, a golden drop dripped 
into the hollow stem. Her song rose in a soft chant 
;^hat arc you doing, Lula Ling ? ” Clare asked quietly. 

switch flooded the room at her touch. There was n 

Lula^L^g? >■- ‘‘o 

woman’s arm. She looked into the flat 

were dXeSi in' Xo'r'"'" '■ 

“ Nn SS ? Or shell I cell the Raiah ? ” 

c AAi^w missic. No use. Lula Line tell the tinfh 

Suddenly Lula Ling flopped dou-n on her knees ® 

„ { m waiung for the truth.” 

strike rS iS^id” 

and pomaded head. Shcbe|antorockhirsdf her scraped 

he perhans kill mo .j 10 rock ncrselt. And Tuan Marlowe, 

“ *r I?'®' devil and deep sea. Poor Lula I in<» 1 ” 

perhaps kiU you?” whispered Cla?c “ 

Wm that it would^e so secret* promise 

He persuade her nav li«'r k;« more inaudibly. 

fast to his ancestors ^nnH David already ride 

parent to work foJ correct for 

'‘‘AweSf ^ 

'vas loo big^for^lkness*^!f 7'^ it away. This 

H lor weakness of any kind. Her lover had called her the 
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hr.i’-C'.t v. oni.'ri iii tlic world. There wa* no room even tor natural 
I.orror. She wan caught t-vi deep in things to do anything save 

l.ecp her wits about her i|t any cost. Yet. . . . Henry Marlowe ! 

\\> .u pici‘':i that I.ula I mg might be lying came to lighten Clare’s 
niiscrv and hcwildcrmcnt. 

'■ Voj M.irl'iwc’s d.iughter, eh, missie ? ” I.ula Ling, still 

' nceling, ^eni .in ohliviue glan>>c. “You no be wicked daughter 

tul give him aw.iv. l-l-'wer of Tuan .Viarlowc’s hc.art. No harm 
■one. N<-) p.iin lor K ij.ih David. Marlowe too kind-hearted. “ 

■ I ,.lon’t helic\<' vou. " Cl.trc kept her voice steady. “ Nobody 
•• ojlJ hchcvt- v.iij. 'j’ou’rc making up the story to shield yourscit. 
t kf up ' 

l.ul.i I iiiy ‘hev.'l. .\ sliivcr of repulsion passed through (.larc. 
-C.'b'e; hiokrn now." said Lul.i Ling. “Magic goblet, missie, 

• iih hole in han'llc. C'ld g^’blet — hundred years. Rajah Da/id 
Mire when he (ind it br''k<.n. No can ppivm him now. Lula Ling 
:'.ni-.hcd. Lul.i give I'uait .\lirlowc his money back." 

Clare wc’ii to the win low to draw in the sweet air. Fven as-sho 
.'. i ‘•o. .a ileep laugh soundcil and a tall, dripping ligurc stepped in 
'loin ihc vcrauJ.ih. 

■■ Miv f tome in to lay good-nieht ? I '-.uv the light as I came 
"p til* path, .a*- wet as i>id Nick.” Alan Treachurd tame into the 
: 'tht. He made a grimace as he caught sight oi Lula Ling. 

'■ 'T hought vou’d have been in bed long ago.” 

• I couldn'r 'tep.” Clare forced a smile. ‘‘It’s c.'tciiemcnt. 1 

• j 1,0. •* 

■ Sainc here ” — his eyes were deep and hungry— “and J 
itue't of honour down at Joe .Sang's. My people at 2/*:” 

\v'U know. Voirvc no idea what a Malay stag send-oH ts i . ^ • 
'form caught me when I was halfway home. You look pale, dt arw 

hullo, whai’s this?” 

He bent down to where the broken goblet still lay on th^ carpet, 
ail 1 ( hire ma.l? a quick movement to prevent him, but was too late. 

I'hc old m.m’s pet drinking lassie I lie’ll play the dcut^ wnh 
1 ul.i Liug. I’nless it happens to be you who broke it, ana tn-n 
he’ll have it put under a glass ease, with a silver plate to comnicmoratc 
die event. Queer scent, i-^n’i there? Like— what s „,.vcr 

Until then (dare realized, with a pang of despair, she ha 
known she could be such a good actress, such a puituUy good ii»r, 

fhc man slie loved. . 

U was niv taulr, Tm afraid. Lula Ling was showmg . j 
uJ I let it fall against the table. Can it be— it can i be rcpaiieo, 

••'What .H>rrcss!” A'an tilted her chin and kissed 6^"^- 

Sl'.c felt iicr eyes rt.ime p.ick at him. “ '1 he eld man has • 

.•.■blcis. Tivj many. I'm afraid, for his groggy *'ver. ^ 

■ me— I’m trying <o place the queer smell. It s probably 

,n The jade. Chuci; it out. Lula Ling. Sleep well, hitle paly R^nce. 

;iil to-morrow.” . , ... , „.:«h the 

He was gone. So was I.ub Ling. She had glided y,'' j... 

pieces of the brolrcn goblet, and Clare went dowly baC'* rlnarlv 
bedroom. Between the cool sheets, she tried to ciea^ny^ 

Why shu'jld Henry Marlowe wish Rajah David to die, 
was some deeper plot. Aii-l why— this was stranger w 
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fed lhat she dared not even accuse him, that it was nearly as im- 
possible to confront him with his own wickedness as it would ii 
she were really his daughter and must nrotcct l-Jm^ 

* * * * *- * • 

rc gone. Hull down. Thai’s life, .Marlowe. Everythiue 
hull down, sooner or later. 

Three hours past noon on SciqueL-a Kalu. A sleepy haze over 

sadden. An odd silence in Rajah David’s teak and 

between the turquoise sea and ilic blue 
peaks of Ten Peacocks a white yacht and a smudge of smoke, sinking 
slow y below the horizon. Rajah David lowered his glass 

Honeymoon yacht ! ” he said. “ I dreamed of that once 
standing m the middle of the Strand, after I’d lirst met Amab-I 

where the devil have you 

been M this wedding day ? ^ 

David Trcnchard swung his head, which was like that of a siek 
lion, to the door^'ay of the cool room. Both he an.i Henry Marlow 
s^red with curiosity at the Chinese woman. She was garbed io 
dazzling white that turned her skin to the colour of putty. 

huncral, eh? That s where you’ve been. The young Rm 
uas sure you d vamoosed. Who was it ? ** > s 

wiTh^mi A man heavy with years and sickncv>, 

with ime leg pushed deep into the catacombs. He die ycsterdi,- 

not” HiSf knowing and flutter skywards. Lu! i 

had hi, laded eyes. AUrloue 

"•ay^ SllanT” ■ ^^h'h 

'■ ™ 'he old one ? " 

line a child ^ ^*'''* hotter.” It wa, like an old niir.c wheej- 

-"idc fton, 

aca oC u-nderg^oteth He «^Xd hcrld^. r'’ 

kow-tosv to the window o? t^c-'ro^m ?he” c dTS Tt^net^ 

Henry Marlowe yawmed and dozivt a Htri« V ^ * rcnchard sat. 

.awoke and a wind was ruffling his white^air * 

mto the house, tapoine at rh^ natr. He rosc and passed 

as he looked^ouripon^hislTncd^om^^^ V*r^°h ’ 

Henry Marlowe, wiTa Quick body i^cry still. W^hon 

a little, but his-open eyes still bac!; 

sea. Something dropped to the floor fmm 

nie, more suddenly than I 'C 

me, Marlowe. I fear JL T&. u'’'' 

my imagination. Hunt SUatb h 1\1 only be 

ro send no message to Alan and cfnrt command you 

from their hmeymoon— ^ ^ brought back 
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The pencil had trailed. It lay on the floor at the feet of the dead 
Rajah David, who looked out, with a faint smile about his lips, at the 
kingdom which had passed to his son. 

CHAPTER TEN 

NARCISA 

The honeymoon yacht crept slowly into Manila Buy. An American 
destniyer dipped a friendly ensign, a Dutch gunboat saluted Rajah 
David’s red and green flag and little sampans came jogging out. On 
the shore, Clare saw white skyscraper hotels, a long boulevard and 
great liners in the harbour. 

“ It’s civilization,” her husband said. “ We'll not stay long, 
unless you wish, Clare.” 

” I don’t care much,” Cl.irc answered, with a deep sigh. “ I don t 
c.arc much where wc are. Alan.” 

He moved, with a laugh, to where the cool striped awning of the 
launch rose and fell by the landing ladder. Clare looked after him 
with an ache of delight. She was very happy. So happy that she 
was nearly afraid, so safe that she would perhaps forget . . 

For a little while, at least, she meant to forget. Clare picked up 
her husband’s binoculars and leaned against the rail with them, aware 
ol n strange reluctance to leave that dream-yacht. She could pick 
out the crowd which loupged outside the cafes watching the leisurely 
stream of automobiles as they passed along the river-front. 

\'’crc white women there, too, American and Spanish, Clare judged. 
One of them sat with a man at a little table framed in palms and. 
uith her chin resting on her hand, surveyed the ^ 

magnificcntly-drcsscd and very beautiful creature. Clare 
her through the glasses, with a momentary amusement at her 
curiosity. 'Fhc man. her companion, wore n batik tie and « 
shantung suit, and his yellow shoes shone in the sunlight. His hair 
was black and sleek, his eyes soft and liquid. 

Clare lowered the glasses. A sense of slow but acute danger 
dawned upon her. Suddenly the Maraqmta, with 
and txx)! cabins, seemed a haven which 

Civsar Lorenquo in Manila ? If she looked again u ould sec th. 
glitter of Gerald Slc.ath’s eyeglass, perhaps, but she did not loo.. 

□gain 

^The^\aunch^is*^rLady. sweetheart. Wc’rc going to dmc among 

'‘^rdonTdiinl^ l"want'u>. Alan, It looks a hot and dusty 

•' Not in the Hotel Lscorial. You’d hardly know it from the Sa\< v 
or the rS. Tvc booked a table, my child. The head waiter uoulJ 
^end our a flower-decked boat to fetch us if wc diJn r go. And 1 

' 'a' Jhctmnch bubbled U'wards the landing, she could 
table by the palms which the man and woman had ^’ccupud, ^ 
empty now. The hoot of traffic and the clanging of a 

her cars, a homely sound. It washed out 

moment and made licr forget tlic noiseless feet of Lula E\ng. a- • 

the dark, suave face she had glimpsed ashore through the gus. 
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They were standing at the kerb, when out the languid crowd, 
a girl came. Clare saw her from a distance and watched her intently, 
recognizing Caesar Lorenquo's companion. .Mtlk-whiic <if skin, 
sleepy-eyed and red-mouthed, she moved witli southern grace, and 
-carried her beauty like a llowcr. 

Suddenly she stopped, and her skimbcring eyes came awake w ith 
delighted recognition. 

“ Why, Alan ! ” she said softly. 

At the sound of his name, Trcnchard wheeled quickly. The lovclv 
creature who had stepped before Clare’s quick eyes from the crowd 
on the Manila water-front, was holding out both hands to him. 
Narcjsa ! ” he exclaimed. “ Of all the people ! ” 

‘ It is I— the same. And this is^ Mrs. Alan Trcncliard, the new 
Ranee, I think ? ” 

The girl’s voice was like golden honey, Clare thought, and her 
smile frank and charming. Her dress was that of a rich and 
sophisticated woman of taste. 

“ This is Schora del Agramonte, Clare. An old friend of mine.” 
ociiora Rarnon dc los Reyes del Agramonte and half a dozen 
riamcs I vc mislaid, Mrs. Trenchard, since Mr. Trcnchard stands 
on ceremony. But I don’t play the cistanets a little bit well, and 1 
of the time m Los Angeles.” 

T back. With an effort she put the memory of Cx<nr 

keeping very alert and watchful. 

We came ashore for a little civilization,” she said. ” We’re just 

She Sot a ^ disappointed mouth. 

Hcr'-ghn/o fern 

beard in the IslSds, months ago. You 

* * 

mu^!c^ TKuro';s"ofi?.f/i;!rd=2?coSr^ "’r"'’'"" 

Half-fallen from olive shSierT rh^T ^ P?"' manullas and shawls, 
of the Pacific came in toSr imu/h "m murmur 

The girl in Alan TrcuXrd^ windows, 

to look at hUn. Narcisa del billowy body 

■™|-Vhich a flower had fallen, sr^ X5-SddS 

* sit Jown. 

dicers lo wSire‘‘c^^j‘ SCntly. Her voice went through the 
° it Virginian, an 

pnI'S'n 

’Tte4"l S7‘"tge 

^ > incn . 
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v^m'mT ' Something’s happened. 

\ou 1 hear it-tiv-rnght when you get back to the yacht, Alan. Rajah 

axid s agent will take it aboard. Can you bear bad news bravely? 
i-.verybody has to at some time or other in his life. The Rajah died 
the day you left. 

I3icd ? There was a moment’s stupor in Trcnchard’s voice. 
Rut he was well— for him ” i 

He started to his feet, with a sound of grief and self-blame. Selfish ] 

young hound to go away on his honeymoon. . . . But the old man had ' 
insisted He must have told Marlowe, like tiie obstinate old lion 
he was, that they must not know. ... 

Narcisa pulled him to the chair again with a soft hand. 

“ Vou must keep your courage, Alan, amtgo. He was a sick man, 
was he not ? Now and then we heard about him in Manila. After 
Ramon died I listened for news from Kalu. I am sentimental, you 
understand, and those were happy days I spent there. Once I thought 
of coming back, but it was — too late. Most things with me are 
too late.” Narcisa paused. She was looking down and turning a 
ring on her finger, with her red mouth drawn. “ But— oh, I have 
to be cruel to-night, Alan. How shall I tell you ? Listen. There’s 
some rumour that the Rajah was poisoned.” 

He stared and said harshly : 

” Go on. I'm listening.” 

” It may be only gossip. It came here this morning from Batavia, .. 
where there arc newspapers. The Dutch doctor, was suspicious, 
it is said, and told the police. Tlicy'rc looking for a Chinese woman 
called, I think, Ling— Lub Ling. Looking for her as far as Manil.i. i 
which is why, I suppose, the news came. She is thought to havegS 
poisoned the Rajah with aconite, or something . j i ^ 

Trenchard started and then suyed siiJI. Aconite . \\ hen had he , 
recently smelt the bitter-sweet odour of aconite He J”'' 

hand across his forehead. A sudden Lassitude passed into him. He 
and Clare sailing the misty islands on their honeymoon, while all 
;Ji1 was ha^P mng caught sight of Clare’s bright head across 

the dancers AU at once it seemed an cicrnuy since he had sat 

down in that alcove with Narcisa. horrible 

“ Damn that band ! Forgive me, Narcisa. But— it s a horriDie 

and get back to-night. , . * .u. pner 

The room blurred a moment. Then he was cold. Ii 

(he white man dared have no mercy upon the 

I must go. Thanks, Narcisa, for— breaking the news. 

CH ATTUR K LE VEK 

ACONITL 

Haii an- houp. later ALm Trenchard and the 

in their cabin aboard the Maraqutia- The sof P. ^ (he silence 
taint hum of a dynamo in the cnginc-n>om 
as they faced cacli other. It was Clare uho foun 

“ Poisoned ? ” she said slowly. * , u i sten closer. 

A moment’s unsteadiness abtmt her made her husb, 

j 


Blif 

Jh 
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“ It’s m.Tdc you ill, darling ! I kept it to myself till v.c got aboard, 
and then made it too sudden, Tm afraid.” 

’ Clare shook her head. But she remained deathly pale. 

“ I’m all right, Alan. I can stand it. But it’s so horrible. Poor 
Rajah ! ’* She hid her face in her hands. TicncharJ caught her 
wrists. 

He wouldn’t suffer, dearest ' Aconite, as the Chinese u^c it. 
Is painless unless they wish it lo be otherwise. It was that wvMnati, 
Lula Ling. I can’t understand why. '['here was always something 
a little beastly about her, true, but he made a sort of pet of her. 
There was somebody else behind it, whoever it was. I'll hunt him 
stiff.’ He began to pace the cabin, turning cold and bleak again 
as his thoughts moved. Whoever it was. We ought to get under 
way this minute, but therc’smo steam, and more than half the crew 
arc ashore. I let them go. thinking we’d be here .a few days. It’ll 
be dawn before we can start.” 

Clare looked at his fierce young face and then turned away. He 
was Kaiah David s son in his new-born strength and rclcntlcssness. 
He would have no mercy. A deep shudder passed through Clare, 
and she hid it with difliculiy. The cabin, with its teak and silver 
.btimgs, Its exquisite furniture, turned into a trap. Like the beat 
o. a ocU carnc Lula Ling's betraying words as she had stood with the 
Iroken goblet, on the night before her wedding. A erv of scll- 

^ from her. Why had she left Henry 

gohfet" ^ ^ another 

' ■ ” Trenchard stopped in l>is stride 

body "d'Rajar” 

Slc.,.t7crh^^ATan’'“‘‘"'' cou.in, Gerald 

It might have been SIcath,” agreed Alin slouK- w u 

we get Lula Ling we’ll know. I’ll get the truth n i ^ 

the woman for it ” ® " I have to torture 

and thcv’II k ^ crew and leave cm. They're Knlu 
do you say, s^r ? bringing their taiU behind them, VC'hat 

Both niM stopn^d*^^nd'l^? H ^ ' Mre how it's done ” 

the s^-gemmed wte? tf u Acro'ss 

launch came, shooting '‘‘“•I o*' a 

J?f craft swoopid i^nwtlv m starboard side. 

ha*Jed It. . ^ ncaity to the boat ladder, and a voice 

^listah TrencharH > *’ !► • 

scuttled up the ladder.' He sal'm^t^ tiniform who 

cr. He saluted, grinning. ” From SeHora de 
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lo-* Reyes del Agramontc, sah, wii' her kind compliments. Private 
anil confidential. >ah.” 

He was 5 one, leaving the letter, with its faint perfume, in 
1 renchard's liand. The young man looked down at it with a 
momentary wonder. Something Nar^isa had forgotten to tell him, 
perhiois some further nc*\vs from Kalu. . . . He went down the 
lompcmion to his cahin with it. 

Something Huttered lo the fliX'r from the letter as his fingers slit 
the envelope, and lie bent to pick it up. It was a cutting from an 
l-.nglish newspaper — .an advenisement. Trenchard scanned it slowly, 
Irowningly, and without any understanding. 

A gctulcmiin, lawly rt-iurncJ from ihc Hast and n<nv living in the 
country, requires a private secretary to assist him in important tvork. 
The young lady must be cultured and o/ aiiraclive personality, of the 
Scandinaz’ian type, but teith dark brown cyts. This for a private and 
siilfutent reason which will be explained to the successful applicant. 
Age about twcnty-iwo. Prex ious experience not essential. A^ly by 
letter, seith photograph, to Air. Henry Marlowe, Bittern Grange, 
Great St. Mary, 1-ssex. 

Slowly Alan 'rrencha'^d put the cutting down. One of those 
intuitions which come to human beings at such moments urged him 
clamorously to destroy unread the letter which accompanied it. 
Inevitably it passed, and he read slowly : 

/ dared not tell you everything this evening. I could not stand fewc 
to face with your hate. I eould not bear to watch your happiness being 
t'.reckctl. 6i) / send you this letter and the newspaper adveriisemeni , 
rehich has come into my hands, it matters not how. Your Clare is nor 
IJetirv Alarlowe's daughter. She is nothing more than a Jraud. 
Perhaps you will sidl hrve her. I knoio not, because men are siratige, 
good men like y<-u. 'This I kfunv. Henry Marlotvc s daughter died 
years < 2 (^ 0 ^ <iud your Clare is the Qirl who answered /irs advcrti^etfictK. 
The letter ended abruptly with “ Narcisa.” After he had read u, 
Alan I renehard lowered it in his hand. He stood staring at nothing, 
l.aburjously, be tried to understand. It this was truc> Clare was nut 
ihe daup:htcr of Amabcl> the woman his father had loved, nor Henry 
Marlowe's daughter. She and Marlowe had come to Kalu for some 
purpose of their own which included marrying him - • • 

He dropped into a chair. Narcisa might be lying- But that 
paper cutting was not likely to be. As yet, he felt no pain, only a 
deep bcwildermcnr. He was a man anaesthetized. It was that dumneu 
-^^erlumc ^IJri.i^a u^cd on her notepaper. Me had 
pertume betore, recently — dilTercnt, but it reminded him. Wnerc . 

“ No ! 

He cried out in a whi^'per as memory came ; a room with an 
\s indow after a thunderstorm, Chare in a kimono, 1-tila ^ 

(dunese woman, bending over a brt.)kcn goblet from which a ^ ' 

pungent scent came, Clare's momentary terror . Aconite. 

remembered now. Aconite. ... , 

J'hcrc was a decanter on the sideboard and he poured hints 


a stilV tlircc fingers. 

i hosc slender, freckled fingers ! No, they did not do *1’ ^ 

through Lula Ling. She was too fastidious. u-r 

fingers and used her brain, that clear, clever brain of hers. A 
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courage. It must have required immense courage, tlie \\hoi.- 
adventure. Not many women would have dared tackle it, but C,l.«rc 
was no ordinary woman . . . 

He felt weak and relaxed. Not Rajah David’s son. but a sensitive 
schoolboy cruelly tricked and left alone with phantoms which he 
dared not face — yet. 

This was torment. The decanter was better, and then a short 
sleep from which he might awake with the red mist out of his brain. 
Trcnchard moved wearily away from the rail. 

As he did so, something stirred in the shadow. Me snapped out 
sharply: “Who’s that?’’ 

His arm went up with an irtc’oluntary movement of sclf-prescrvati<*n. 
A glinting arc curved through the air. He saw it too late to step aside 
from the bullet-swift projectile. Recognition came and went in the 
same instant, as the knife, flung like a stone with its heavy hilt first, 
struck his temple. 

Sam Dak stepped from the shadows, picked up the knife, and stood 
looking down at Trcnchard with satisfaction upon his wooden 
features. His body, naked save for a dark slip about his kiins, and 
smeared with oil from head to foot, glistened in the starlight. 
Leisurely, he lifted Trcnchard’s form and flung it over his shoulder. 
From one of the rail stanchions, a rope ran over down the Afjruji/iVu’.v 
side to a sm^l rowing boat, well hidden from above beneath the swell 
yachts lines. Sam Dak, like some hairless sea ape which*liad 
rome up out of Manila Bay, was swarming silently down it with his 
burden, in the same moment that the Mjr.tqmiaU funnel began to 
bellow softly with a full head of steam. 

CHAPTER T W E L V li 

- WINKING ULINl) - 

the Winking Blind, which stands by .a Knv tidc-watcr 
creek on the Pasig River, where the floating human scum of a 1 fb.. 

if n I' buy anything from a brand new Bible to 
or^ chandu that would fetch a little fortune in Antwero 

or San Fr^cisco. Here, assassins, or perfectly hon^es bu? KaI? 

and no-one has Unarr.cd’linlMt's ‘sVetet'^" 

Sky. an hour or ^ after mfdS. nnJ^i'' lower in the 

One ofthem brok? the Silers 

slighTSisata"ntfge'‘''lll’'c'?'n c" r ET'f " 

“ Ws Hdn’eys, sttt/dt 

withS^fZg t? otneiTo ’ 
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Cxsar Lorcnquo grinned. 

“ 1 he captain from the Land of Cake*;. Do\' ie. Hc\ the subject 
UHvIcr diveussion. He came from a place called Tillichag, or some 
^u\.h -.I'miL cognomen. 1 found letters from his grandciiildren in liis 
ro..kct. One of them asked him to send a small monkey back home 
to 'I'llliebag. I don’t think he will.” 

Oh ! He had a red beard, hadn’t he ? There’s only one cure 
fv'r a habit like that, (\tsar.” 

He’s cured,” said Lorcnquo under his breath. 

■■ One t‘'clock ! ’ bleatJi muttered. ” We should hear Sain Dak’s 
oars soon," 

The man was all tensile steel. He resembled some panther which 
had mi'^sed its '•pring once, and knew tliat if it missed again the 
hunter’s bullet would find it. In his lifetime he had gambled for big 
'takes, but none for bigger thaii now. The frigid brain within him 
went over it all again, testing the weak places of his plan. He had 
come hot-foot to Alanila, as soon as he had learned that Rajah David 
was dead and the honeymoon yacht was bound there. Narcisa del 
.Agramonte was in Manila, and long before, he had shrewdly guessed 
her interest in his Cou'-in Alan . . . He had gone boldly, carelessly 
to her, and laid his cards on the table, given her the ness-spaper cutting 
which l.orcnquo had thoughtfully brought back from England, and 
had driven a bargain with her . . . Dealing with passion, his was the 
ina'^ter hand, because he was passionless . . . She only made one 
'.ondition, and that was that Cousin Alan should remain unharmed. 
Suavely, he had ag.'’eed, though he had sucked in his cliceks at ,> 

w hen he was alone ... • • 

The House of the Winking Blind creaked, as though with excite- 
ment at bigger happenings than usual. From one of thc rooms came 
the song of a Chinese woman, crooning softly. 1 he song rose in 
eiuarier tones and minor cadences, with no music in it to Westein 
cars. Undertone to it, was a low murmur of men’s voices and the 
rattle of dice. 

'I'hat was the new crew of the Mijratjuir*!. Aboard her were 
periiaps half a do7cn of the old crew. Ahinujuiiu was only a trim 
three Imndrcil tons and carried no further olficcr saw her capiam. 
who lay at that moment in a cellar of the House of the Winkmit 
Blind, where his body had been carried from the narrow street m 
which he had met murder, quick and dark. . ^ 

Perhaps his red beard will act ns a- sail. It is certain to 
11 It is so rough. What do we say when we reach Kalii, Slcath . 

’ i he other turned at the sound of Lorenquo’s soft question by 

* reveal a domestic tragedy, perhaps. Who knows? Ike 

stage is set. In Mamla. the young Rajah, driven insane by the 
discovery of his wite's perfidy, goes ashore and disappears. His 
couMn, Gerald Slcath, gravily suspecting that her accomplice 
Marlowe has something to do witii the de-ath ol Raiah David, tdKes 
charge of ihc yacht, with the wretched girl aboard, and conveys her 
back to Kniu. It’s the sort of story for the pious Dutchmen to 
swallow. Yes, that sounds good. Not a flaw, Caesar, save the old 
saw about the best laid schemes of mice and men.” 

■■ Here comes Sam Dak,” he said. 




Well ? 
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“ Tiiaii Alan is here, master, ^\is5ic on ship, shut in cabin, i.r.' 
asleep. Four sailors only aboard getting steam ready. All .Malay 
bays.” 

” 'Hthc him inside. Give him to Lula Ling.” 

” Gosh ! ” Lorenquo, whose nerves were tavn, jumiiaJ. ” .'sh: 

here? That female cobra ! Arc you the devil’s cntis'-.iry, Sl.ath ? ” 

* * * * * 

Trenchard recovered his senses slowly. Or rather, beliin.l a (piccr 
layer of stupor which would not move Irom his brain, con'cioiisncss 
began to function. For a while he remembered Sam n.ik in the 
gloom of the Aiaraqidra s deck and the crash of the nu.ig knito- 
hilt against his temple, with an odd sense of foolishness, but no 
other emotion. 

” You thirsty ? ” a voice asked. “ Like big dlink, eh ? ” 

He was. His tongue left iike a loofah in his mouth. The drink 
was long and cool, and slightly astringent. Now that hi., licavy 
eyelids opened, he looked at the person who held the deep porcelain 
cup, and saw the tranquil yellow face of Lula Ling. 

Lula Ling. She squatted upon a blue cushion in the nuddle ot 
die little room and watched Alan Trcnchard out alm.'nJ eyc'- 
which seemed to have been nicked in the Hat, tallowy face by a 
delicate knife. A lamp still burned at the ceiling, and shone on her 
scraped hair, but dawn was not far away from the latticed windows 
of the House of the Winking Blind. 

” So this is where you arc, Lula Ling,” said Al.in, slowly. 

His speech felt hoarse and dragging and his mouth was already 
parched again. Yet the blow of Sam Dak's missile had been only 
a ^Iwcing one, tor the wound at his temple scarcely ached, 
u j I oni here. Lula Ling pop up everywhere like 

bad dollar. This is the House of the Winking Blind in Manila. 
It holds you safe. Does fish jump from cormorant's moutli ? No 
can make escape. No want to, eh ? Plenty big dlink here.” 

bickncss ^ured over Alan Trcnchard as memory returned ruth- 

‘ Maraqiaio, Clare the 

impostor, Clare that night aticr the thunderstorm with Lula Ling 

.md her broken goblet. It was like the return of a pain in a limb 

a moment, the clamoui 
"'“I purely physical ; an arid tliirst that Hogged all hi‘ 
throat. It sunk every other pain, mental or physical. 

You thirsty again, eh ? " 

greedily and drained the cup with a lon« sigh, while 
tSuch of "^0 Tarni". yet had a 

Good°dltert'hat"’;;!id“^‘‘ Ling strict nurse. 

Lula Un?wmt ’ Iwell'^^d '' T u“‘ '"°v ‘l'=" 

Trcnchflrd^K««- ^ % bang-bang. No want that.” 

but feh 'h 

bound withk few body lay on a mattress, only lightly 

walls, and hew a ^tfe discoloured 

whipped it LuU KS f breeze 

her hJr shaped was dressed in white, and had 

there was a l?frV Ka® hke a geisha. She was smoking, and 

At the bottom of ^rowmg on the floor by he? side. 

me cup he had emptied, loy a imy crystal or two. 
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I iie ^up \sa' made ot buffalo horn. Trcnchard saw all these things, 
vet they were only details of a dream in which deadly peril loomed 
-ike a mon>trv>us shadow, but remained shapeless. ... 

’■ You no go by-by again.” — Lula Ling flicked his eyes softly 
with her fingers — ” By-by in company no good gentleman’s conduct. 
•Me wake you up with talking. You listen ina/i. Pursuing footsteps 
I't police after I ula Ling, eh ? Fat Dutchmen and Malay boys and 
.\merjcan detectives, hai-yai. Lula Ling send Rajah David into 
peaceful oblivion for good. You know that ? And Tuan Marlowe, 
h.e know it. And missie, the new Ranee, eh ? Lula Ling always 
bey orders.” 

So — it was they? You’re telling me the truth, Lula Ling?” 

” Why not ? Does hawk hover above pigeon’s nest for nothing ? 
Never mind. You forget, soon,” said Lula Ling soothingly. ‘‘ No 
hurt you soon. Tuan Alan. Nothing hurt you.” 

'I'renchard put his hand to his head. His wits were clearer, 
thoLigii the savage thirst was coming back. He must talk, if he wa.s 
t ' keep cool and get out of that house by some means. It might 
be better not to ciync alive again, but he was Rajah David’s son, 
and must fight till he went down. . . . People were moving stealthily 
in I'lc other rooms. He could hear them. I’lie door opened and 
a liulc black Negrito sidled in. be.aring a tray with chop-sticks and 
•omc white fi>h, which he set with a small green bottle before Lula 
i ing. Trenchard waited until the thin-legged, dw’arfish creature 


had glided out again. . 

‘•Why did you do it, Lula Ling, you devil? The Raiah had 

• Iwavs been kind to you. I can’t understand you.” . . 

• Poor Lula Lmg ! She no money, and 7'uan Marlowe and wssic 

• ellee rich. They saj ‘ l ake c.irc not hurt Rajah David, Lula. Kind 
iiearts more than coronets, Rajah Alan. All got kind hearts, luan 


Marlowe. Lula Ling and ’ .. 

• Be quiet ! ” said Trcnchard with a groan, liven : What s the 

• Mme now? It was Sam Dak who droppc.l me on the Maraquua 

'^'^Th thought of Gerald Sleath went through him as lie rcmembcivd 
t'.ie Malay.' Sleath! Did he come into the tangle someway? Hts 
;• Sid was too benumbed to tease it out. 

l.ula Ling answered tranquilly. . r,,U 

• Sam Dak, Tuan Marlowe’s servant m Miss c toU 

■ .uthat? Doc. faithful servant disobey loving master? 

hack to Kalu, and left you here. Nevermind Soon forget. Sunset 
■id cvenine star. You soon forget, Tuan Alan. _ , . 

l ienclnrd clambered unsteadily to his feet. The thing was to 
u 1 1 ut of that place. Clare couldn’t be concerned with that slurnghat- 
iMg. He knew the idea to be monstrous, if o^y bccausjc she was too 
s.swcr, too . . . subtle. There w.is something else behind it all. 
i-ven as he made a step towards the door, he stopped short and looked 
do-.vn at a rope which tethered him to the wall, realizing his 
1 -r the first time. For the first time, too, Alan Trcnchard J-aw that 
: e not in the evening clotiics he had worn the 
. hey had been changed for him. and he was garbed in a shabb> ana 
I'.-casy nondescript suit and worn boots ih-at left him no belter shou 

.\n oath 'etc him. U came as hoarse as a crow from his scarmeu 
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throat. Once more a fierce thirst was bcatinR all through him again, 
and, in a species of delirium, he snatched at Lula Ling's green bottk-. 
but she suTmg it mockingly away from him. 

No Tuan Alan’s drink,” she said, chidingly. ” You h.id enough. 
Greedy Tuan Alan. You wait. You forget everything soitn. No 
sleep, but forget. Blank space. Nice.” 

He realized ^cn. That was why his brain w-is reeling in a dream. 
This Chinese Rirgia, who was a past expert in poisons, «,juick .m^i 
slow, fatal and otherwise, had given him something froni her lethe.^n 
cup which at that very moment was doing its work inexorably. 

* * t * * 

It was the maddening gurgle of water against the bamboo pole • 

of the House of the Winking Blind that kept Alan 'rrencharJ from 
sinking into complete insensibility. 'Pliat, and a breath of cool wind 
which blew through some unseen chink upon his dry, hot skin, and 
kept him anchored to reality. 

J here was a space of lime when he knew himself to be in delirium, 
but it was cool delirium, where Clare, a fresh and innocent Clare, 
came to him, with dewy kisses and soft hands and her very voice 
was ice, lilting and tinkling in a cup. Then he was awake, crouching 
on the floor, with the burning desert in his throat again. 

It was broad daylight though the lamp still burned its sickly flame 
at the ceiling. Lula Ling sat on her cushion, as still as a josi of her 
own race, and as minimaic. For, though she sat upright, her cyc> 
were blind crescents. She had gone to sleep 

■ Irenchard crawled the length of the tethering rope, moved hv 

*hiRt. His hand crept avidlv to the green bottle 

S.liu of spirit remaining only stung liis 

Ifis ev« "r" Hkc some chained animal, 

his eyes roving the room for liquid— any liquid. 

bottle long-ncckcd, straw-covcr.d 

t e shonrin M. I 2 'ould buy in any of 

the shops m Manila. But it was out of reach ^ ' 

Me was moving quietly, with a cunning that went no furthrr 

his desire to reach the long-necked bottle before^ Lu^a I ine sho .U 

tnin<^ wftf all the room, all the House of. the Winkinc 

M The cd'^c of°hT,?lwa!or' 't' '*''"’'“8 '' 

thousand other of its rickerv the morning sunshine, like a 

so silent that the drv scuttle slightly, but othcnvi^c 

U'as quite audible %renrKar /4 tanintula spider over the hmicc 

into a flame and held them witff ^ dozen matches 

that fastened him to the wall Tr^ shaking hand, beneath the rope 

cord, dry as iSer from iv ; ^ three-strand 

snapped^and h? wL fre? Th®. ? ^ "'‘nutc, it 

long-nccked bottle shouted th^ fempuition to scuttle across to the 

Lula Ung, her h«d oSh ^ ^ agonizing. But 

chMuJ^ freedom ^eicLM®^2f 

■oom. Irenchard struck more matches and burned 


o 
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tlirough the corJ v\hii.h hobble J hij legs. SweaiJiig in every pore, 
he came stitlly u* his feet — free. 

In later ycar>. Alan I'rcncharJ only remembereJ those moments 
dimly. He had sn.atchcd up the b.'itle from beneath Lula Ling’s 
cloak and raised it to his lip'. before he noticed that it was stoppered. 
He clawed at it and then made to smash its neck against the wall. 

.•\s he did so another obiect caught his eye. It was a large earthenware 
pitcher standing in the dim comer. He saw the cck>1 glimmer at 
Its lip. 

‘Water:" . 

It was sweet and cool and rht hali-.lelirious creature which seemed 
to have steppe«l Irom him and moved by his side like a shadow, gulped 
It greedily. Light-headedly, he djslted his hand across his lips, 
tceling for a moment, the strength run into him. 

.A shrill cr>’ sounded behind him. Lula Ling had come awake. 

'I renchard sprang to the d«>or as it opened, thrust inward by some 
unseen hand at Lula s cry. He cr.a>hcJ his fist into a d.ark face and 
kickc.l with his knee at a protuberant middle, in i>nc and the same 
moment, and was out over the squirming body he had felled. It was 
a narrow pjssage-way from which a uarron of rooms seemed to 
open ; ail r.ittan dix>’rs and dingy curtains. A Cluncse bov with a 
lop.n.ail— for it was evidently the slatternly hour ot the House ot 
the W’inking Blind— leapt from his knees with a yell and ran betore 
the apparition. I'rom behind one of the curtains, someOnng siashca 
out at 'rrcnchard and missed him by a hair’.s-brcaath. . . 

1 le stood, breathing hard. He had reached the ^^a'rcase u h.ch ran 
upwards and downwards at the end of the ^^rridor. Bekm. 

'“A\of:''pan"cr'«.nc behind h,m. L'eU Ling, ghding nni.olcdy. 

Trnchard'l.'varctrthc fi'r,c‘"tnne'’;ha‘, lie "ill vrricJ the long- 
r.oJkcd bnttle, hardly knew 

made. But Lula Ling \ VV, 

stretched, not a woman but a yellov. eldritcl . ttinge 

he nsung the object of her desire over her head, and saw Ikf enng 

beneath it. as though u had been a brand hrc. ■ .a save 

The Nccrito, who had crept close, struck. 1 he blow m ’ . , 

rnmrnMmm- 

f.‘u,rdifglX,ch‘;l“ercd'fthnn^^^^^^^ 

:;ilr^il''.ir"h=’,illnfMt^rS'’'diru^ ndgh: lie 

trecd<»m. _ . • 

“ 'I he bottle ! shrilled Lub Ling. ‘ • ^ the 

Half a dozen brown and yelio-.v taces were ‘ 

gimcrack Mairvjse beneath h'm. W ild-eycc and lauglt 

Uelirium-iiirKken bhaJuw ol Al.m ffracoaisi iL t .v « 
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bottij Clown among them. It missed them and initcjJ -irucU the 
thin balustrade of the staircase, ricocheted, and slithered against the 
wall. Through the House of the Winking lllind went a shriek such 
as even that den of whispered evil had seldom heard. I,ula Ling’s 
bottle had burst with the dull explosion of a gas-shell and its contents 
spurted across the staircase in a splashing jet. 

The staircase of the House of the Winking Blind was empty. Like 
a herd of animals, the brown and yellow faces had stampeded. On 
its steps a pool of vitriol hissed and smoked and burned, biting and 
scorching as it trickled slowly down, and a figure which had lost all 
the kinship to humanity it had ever had, wailed and beat at its eyes 
with talon fingers ; fingers that smoked and were w’ipcd on the white 
funeral clothes ; clothes that came into holes beneath the wiping 
lingers . . . 

Trcnchard turned blindly to the window ; or rather the part ol 
him which was still under the influence of Lula Ling’s drug, did. 
The real Alan Trenchard was guessing with dint horror at what 
Lula Ling s purpose had been. The vitriol had been for him. I'o 
that dead creature who had once been the Water Lily of Laut, dc.ith 
had grown insipid, perhaps. But a half-idiot and disfigured white 
man, who was really the Rajah of Seiqueira Kalu, wandering in the 
Uenncls and rat-houses of Manila was a piquant idea. 

shudder passed through the roughly-garbed man who 
clirnbcd out of the window and dropped upon the steep slant of the 
tiled roof below. His shoulders sagged and he looked with lack- 
lustre e\’cs at the sketching expanse of roofs and distant spires, ol 
crowclcd river and blue bay. He wanted only to sleep, after one more 
ong draught of water. Some shutter was slowly slidinc-to in hi. 
.nn"’ out all motive power, save the sense of self-prescrva- 

' Hp while consciousness lasts . . . 

ran • fan ® ‘^^'‘nicc into a narrow street, and 

ran , ran looking neither to right nor left. The native shoDkecoers 

their shutters, or standing sleepily bcncaUi thcir^winghie 
“ f"? '""'d American ,aiuSr who, after a r^g , S 
m one of the riverside dives, had broken free from the vuliSres ai I 
uas wisely making his way with all haste, back to his ship. 


C H A P *1 E R i' H I K '1' HEN' 

MR. JliMICl- ML 
All serene ? " he inquired lazily. 

pretty bSt of VourY^dea^r I honeymoon yacht. ThU is a 

“ "■ 

“ Kicking, no doubt.” 

round ^ ''hitc 

“ rn a wav. Didn^t Lub Ling explain > I .emember, there 
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“/ didn't liarm him- It was Lula Ling, the jade. I left him with 
her. If she chooses to treat him so that Sefiora del .■\gi-amonte 
would set her dogs on him at her back door if he reached it, and he 
wouldn’t know Kiilu if he saw it, what’s that to do with my promise ? ” 
SIcath made a gesture of impatience, and asked, “ Have you inter- 
viewed the ex-Ranee yet ? ’’ 

“ Nor yet. I was waiting for your permission.” Lorenquo’s cj’cs 
glistened eagerly. 

“Admirable Oesar ! ” A touch of irony came into Slcath’s manner. 
“ Here is the key of the cabin.” 

Cxsar Lorenquo went first to his own cabin and brushed his hair 
till his scalp tingled. Then he went to the closed cabin door with one 
last stroke of his hair, knocked gently, waited and unlocked it. He 
paused almost timidly in the doorway. 

• ” How brave you arc ! ” murmured Lorenquo. ‘‘.\nd how beauti- 
ful ! Mav I say that ? ” 

Clare looked back steadily, very pale, but collected. 

“ I guessed that you would be concerned in all this,” she said. 
■' Perhaps you will be good enough to tell me what has happened ? ” 
She felt’ icy cool. Her hands had been steady as she dressed 
behind the locked door to the throb of the Maragutta’s screw and 
.Manila Bay had glided past the port-hole. It had not been easy 
to wait through the dragging hours that followed, and, she had 

all but thrown herself at the door to beat at its panels with her hands. 
But that mood had passed, and she knew that, whatever happened, 

-she must keep courage and wit till the end. r-vii-tlv 

“ The vacht is Slcath’s now, said Lorenquo. Not exactly 

chartered,' of course. But we tr^k it over in the small hours, it 

was a sort of piracy, I’m afraid.” 

Where is mv husband? ” , , - i c u;., 

“ He is behind in Manila. ITiere is a lady tnenJ of his there. 

In his great mental distress, I think he has .h’v 

That is^utting it baldly. I don’t know the exact details of the affair. 

But I think there is some sex appeal in it. 

“And I think vou arc a poor liar, Mr. Lorenquo. W ny 
vnu tell me the tru'th ? I can’t hurt you at the present moment, can 

* ■“ I isten earnestly. Miss Clare. 1 speak as ^ 

know the gospel truth when I see it. The crash has come ^d ^ 

-I rcnchard knows all the story of your another! 

breath-taking, but— now you throw in and plcad- 

Never say die, ch ? ” Lorenquo was talking almost p 

mgiv “ You heard that Rajah David was 

like tliat happen in the Islands ^bv'Vcttcr He knows 

abt'tit it at the hotel. But she told him m ' y. . also 

vou were Henry Marlowe’s secretary and not his^daughl^^ 

tliat you wore a gallant adventurer. He ... -phcQ he went 

Knglish newspaper and it sent him 

ashore, while you slept, » Clare Sxik her 

“ It sounds quite convincing, Mr. Lorenquo. "And 

I cad -nd fou.ht off a chill which began to .reep through her. 
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I'm sure your honour is bright- But, soineho'.'. — I don’t bclicw; if." 

“ I expected that. But listen. I found N.ireisa’s letter and wlut 
she enclosed with it in his cabin, on this gallant ship. He had lei' 
it behind, and here it is. Of course, I might have l<irgcd the letter 
But I assure you I did not. I’m a rotten lorgcr, Miss C:i.ire. I am 
indeed.” 

Clare read the letter slowly and then glanced nt the ne\^.^pape,'■ 
advertisement which, -an eternity before, it seemed, her moiher 
had shown her in the little bedroom of Mrs. Badger in Battcrse.i. 
.She sat down, still holding it. So K.arcisa had known. I he man 
whom she had seen on the sca-front at Manila with her, the nvin 
before her, was not lying now. As he said, it was the crasli HenV' 
Marlowe was very clever, but he had not been able m guess tha' 
there was a shadow on his trail from the very beginning. Or perhan . 
he had forgotten it. Outwardly. Clare showed no emotion 

i,?, MnienwlShl" ->■' 

It is Sjeath, of course. Miss Clare. He is a lough customer 
hut a gentleman. I think he nnin have been educated at boil. 
Oxlord and Cambridge, not to speak of those other colleccs— 

u’ "I! Vf ‘^'’^"•Ki Islands wc take the gloves olF when 

^ possible, wc even put on knuckk-dusters. Hut, joking 
.mart, he is very sore with you. He has not the admir.ation I ha\e 

Sva?"sW?h 7r V through such an adventure and almost got 
a\\a> \uth It. \ou see, he looked upon the Ciorgon’s he.id loin* 
ago and is now Portland cement, at least ” 

angry? ” Clare shot Ixrenquo a feminine alancc 

poisoned the Rajah.” ftiariowc, who, he believes. 

‘‘ Did Alan tell him to take me back ^ ” 

..H ~ . The Uear .h„e 

“s'l'ilhT' LVrrn'J.r'^ 

observed. He believes lie*^ has Cousin Alan, as you may have 

i:" js- 

head ! ■' said I,orc„,uo 

I shall have to,” sighed Clare. ' 
a step *nearer, but'’Ssar^^renquo*’'*in''h”‘' *’‘^'''1’*' '>' '“oh 

lus’upraS's“'-l' “^hT .o"rar't“',^„3T“ 

and h^e w^halV'-a JpaniaTd"'' Th" Spanlardfdint 

Now come. You are a guest. Sleath is a gentlemm-not more 
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lhan 1 nm, thoufih 1 let him pretend he is. You are among fine ami 
gallant gentlemen. 1 assure you. Miss Clare.'* 

It was all lor Alan, Clare told herself with an artifiaal calm, as 
-he followed. What became of herself she hardly need care now. 
since cvcryihing was destroved that she cared for and the time of 
loapini: ha 1 come. If AIjii h.id chosen Narcisa, it was what any 
other man would have done. Perhaps it was to give her a chance 
ii> get back to England without ever seeing her again. He might 
be generous that wav. Put, before that could happen, she had to 
do two things ; find mu what real purpose lay behind Gerald Slcath s 
h.mdsome mask, and lace Henn.- Mirlowc tor the last time. • . 

With snch hopeless thoughts, Cxsar Lorcnquo« hand resting on 
Iter arm, Clare went into the big cabin. Slcath was already there. 

' Ah. Mrs. Trcnchard! \Vclct>mc. Though this is unexpected. 
Gerald Slcath came to his feet. He made a slight bow, his taco, 
without any exoression save a lifted eyebrow of faint surprise. 

“ I’ve surrendered, Mr. Sle.ath." Clare said. “ I know when 1 m 

Slcath’s glance ran over her. He laid down the cigar he was 

Wrs. Trenchard. I should say you’ve had a 
good run tor vour money. I wondered when you would come a 
Sopper and thought it would be before now^ It s long since 1 was m 
I-ngland, but 1 imagine that, to judge by you, it s a spotting 

Thsn"\'’' vhc replied, with u rueful smile. *' It's usually supposed 
,o he I stppe^c I can even find i< in me ,o the rough . me 

s;K.r;„'s rL!,' . 

‘"‘i’t’ wa. S-tm Dak who wai.cd on .hem a, who 

sai with his eyes far beyond 

was opposite, yet she ate hung * >> -• some power 

f — t He 

;;^;^'ini:.m^r'’;S^ ae^iteu .o iaugh and 

"'‘••Honey. Mrs. Trcnchard? Not from Hymettus but made by 
the bees of len Peacocks, I believe. 

eve thought over, 

to the Dutchmen, or “^^V'-Dcal. In the mirror across 

the^^oom-r «uM crar^i^n«.y and .mpuden.iy done. 
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acr.>s.s chc table ; 
C'lare, under ihc 
She shruseed. 


4 “? 

But she felt her lips slowly grow dry as she turned her gLince i<> 
Gerald Sleaih. He answered : 

" It’s not easy to decide what to do with j'ou, young lady. There 
arc so many altemativesj in ilicse colourful seas. When a wrongdoer 
is caught it’s someumes more convenient to set up one's own court 
of law. Mr. Justice Me, you know.” 

Wiumsically, Geiald Slcatli's smile came 
whimsically, but coldly dead and deliberate, 
pretence she had put on, pouted thoughtfully. 

“He seems very powerful out here, I must say. He' doesn’t 
always temper his juUgmcnis wsth mercy, docs he ? ” 

“Occasionally. But it’s not always wise to, dear bdy. In this 
case, Mr. Justice Me has a rather unusual prisoner before him 
Unusual, because of her sex and undoubted charm. But it is usually 
the jury who fall for that. Not the judge.” 

“ So that’s no use! ” sighed Clare. She put her hand bene.uh 
the table, because, try ^.s she would, it was hard n«>i to let ii show her 
tension anJ fear. Is ic any use throwing myself on die mcr^ v of 
fne court and cooie^sing that Pm what the novels call an adventuress. 
\\ ho s grown a hit sick of adventure and wants to go home ^ ** 
“And leave your husband for good, Mrs. rrenchard ? Becaus • 
u Cou-sm Alan s lcg.al wife, you knOw. Is that in it " 

Hes finished with me, 1 cicpect, now that he knows. Besido^, 

I'm Sid!^’*' ^ ^ butterfiy. 

That was tor Lorenquo. Slcaih was a corpse where any feminine 
Jlurc was concerned. All that she could do was to make him helievc 
That she w.is the super gold-digger who had come coolly across in'f 

Clare s eyes were bic and ronriN'irhfui •< -ru i Air. ^Jcaui. 

^rced Oesar Lorenquo. ^ 

Mr l^ynquo"? ” a/ked Clief !n"L?k "desp^ra^o^ 

bfn »'•' SomF. clouJ roalu- 

Cousin Alai, hasHavcd ‘ 

Agramonic. But Caisar mC K,. Manib with Narcisa del 

Ho,v do you know somSKuu “ ^now. 

hagpuned to him ? He m^y be Tad I'as not 

“ hITT r'*^' ‘“''=-^<=<1 hint ? ’■ 

had the chance. Qt Jpm^SlV^TowT 
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The ciijnrcttc between Clare’s hngers was crushed flat as she 
averted her face. 'I'his was like playing poker in the darkness with 
a tiger or sonic other nocturnal animal. The brain behind that hand- 
some and gentle face was t«.Hi far-seeing. It might be true, what he 
said. Gerald Slcath could kill, and there was some far deeper reason 
for what had happened on the Mjragtdia than Lorenquo had said. 
»f 'he could only find out . . . Yet, again, he might only be testing 
her. to see if her devotion to Alan was more than that of the butterfly 
she had called herself. His purpose might be to probe beneath her 
pretence ; it might be anything. Clare found herself speaking 
.iljn('si liuhtly. 

‘ I hi>pc you haven’t. I hate — that sort of thing, though it swms 
the fashion out here. I ve seen quite enough of it. And Alan isn i 
a bad sort, vou know.” 

“And then,” went on Gerald .Sleath. resting liis arms thoughtfully 
upi'n the tabic, ” there’s your — well, shall I call him your foster- 
parent, now? Marlowe. There goes a rotten egg for you. 1 put 
it to you. Mrs. 'Frcnchard — if you will pardon the judge taking on 
ihe role of the prosecuting counsel for the moment — that it was part 
of your and Marlowe’s plan to do away with Rajah David from the 

' Clare sliiKik her head. She tried suddenly to think of Sleath’s face 
:r a mnvk with nothing behind it. That might make it easier. 

•• It wasn’t mine. I don’t believe it w.is his, either. I believe it 
.IS that C'hincsc woman. Lula Ling did it of her own accord, 1 
think, if Rajah David was rcaUy poisoned.” 

” 'I he Dutcli police commissioner won t agree to that, I m atraia, 

Mr'. Trenchard.” said Sleaih drily. . ,. . . 

” rhcy ll hang both me and Henry Marlowe, you mean? a.ked 

C lare, with a shaking laugh. c v..iir— 

” Dh, rot ! ” protested C-xsar Lorenquo. He s pulling «. ur 

c — he’s lust jollying you, Miss Clare. He docsn t mc^ 

g!, th“ o'rdeal of a trial by a lot of bally Dmchmc,. 

assure you, even if there was ever suHicient evidence. Slcath s not 

jury ha', already acquitted you. Mrs. Trenchard, you xiih 

perceive/* Sleath. rising. , . ^ 

” What about the judge ? ” demanded Ctare, 

Slcath paused in the cabin doorwaj'. He had the aspect ot a m. 
Who had been amused, but was now growing bored. 

” His decision will be promulgated in due course. In the mean 

^ -r-ar= t^ in cvep rc^ct she had 

1 nUrl mi^crablv He knew ilui she loved Alan, knew that she ua 
dy m p c her "e Kim, and that, if Alan were dead the mos 

Kcrat/ action was not bp-ond her; 

Clare Grav. and was now Clare Trenchard, of thv Islands. 


CHAPTER E O U R T E E N 

THUKDURBOLTS A-TLEN'IV ^ ^ 

C ^^s,\R looked over the starboard bow at 

ihmd, uith its scattered light,,,rosc slowly out of the purple ^ vis t 
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a dreamy -iight. to one who piciure.i himself living 
vmcr of a white rajali^ before Itmfj. 

There -c^e a Uttlc rustle by his side, as 'he stood by the rail 

hU k" H through him. C.larc was beside him' 

frock ^nd gossamer 

Irock and her head bent to watch the phosphorescent water 

I Lorenquo, or else a poet, to 

SO thoughtlully at those stars ^ 

Ah, pLC mi "f y"- ^ 
Clare stepped back. 

ir«« '^t^tjTc-~pu’rc too swift. I haven't known you very lonp vou 
m TnihoV • 1°*’’ '-”="<!“»• When .he 

be j/nrhied fei%‘S"m'i;fk'ahcrmc‘' ^by'y-" I should 

’“Sr'S • ''u“u"'= -"“'P than Mn 

The drawl^e ?/ ‘"*"^‘^‘‘0", cogitated quickly, 

and, by th^^iSgrof th^ ^alu Harbour now 

anchored. He recognized ®it as rhi^ ia’ ^‘•’^-‘^"P'-'hed steamer was 

ten Si,: 

“'■ !“n rdite te te - - -- 

ashore and then back again.” ^ f'-member. Only for you. Jus- 

above, were like some gh^ltJv s^ctre =^trccching up 

now was giving her up rcluctanclv ^ "f'd 

. We must move ouictlv ** t t. 

‘‘A cat is a dStf blind hvl^ r‘'’ «ars without 

Dak. Do you like him ^ compared wuh that creepy- 

*^“ch. But don’t talk ” 

i^ore, ■bellh^*^.,^“plPP,|c r«f. the scent of v‘.Sma'’s''L'’t^ 
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vT> ft fraud and that IIcnr>’ ^\a^]owe, her confederate, had poisoned 
Raiah Divid ? 

“ This boat pulls confoundedly heavy,” murmured Carsar, ” unless 
my muscles arc flabby. Ani.1 — hullo, are your feet wet ? ” 

\’ery ” — Clare glanced down — ” W'e’rc taking water quite fast. 
l>id you Icnow ? ” 

l.orcnquo shipped his oars and knelt down, gioping. When ho 
! tted his face, the starlight showed it more clearly than before, 
tor it had turned from dark* brown to yellow, and the eyes were 
large white xalmi»nd'. 

“ The spigt't's gone. The bung. The— the cork,” he stammered. 
‘ It's been taken out, and we’re scuttled. My God ! ” 

Clare wa^ not sure afterwards, if she did not laugh out of ver»’ 
fatali-im. Lorenque* had twisted in his scat to measure the distance 
between shore and yacht, and Dutch police-boat. She spoke ts> 
him. 

It’s .Mr. vSle.^Th’s joke, isn’t it ? ” 

*• Slcath or el- in Dak. And he’.s Sleaih’s bottic-imp. I might 
[•.'ivc known. Tney’re both damnable humorists.”, 

Tlic click of l.orenquo’s teeth teas audible. He stood to his feet, 
leaned on the thwarts, and watched the gurgling water that filled 
t’^e little boat. The sight of his pamlysis as he sagged there made 
L bre laugh sharply and bend over. She said ; 

■■ It's a taste ot the medicine you gave Alan and me at Ten Peacocks^ 

' Ir. Lorenquo. Do you remember johnny Shark in the lagoon 
I'm nearly glad it’s happened. Poor Mr. Lorenquo! I’ve been 
i.oling vou and so has Mr. Gerald Slcath too, apparently. 

” Does your friend Johnny .Shark live round here ? ” 
“Thousands!” whispered Lorenquo, thickly, and, putting his 
h;>nd to his mouth, sent a trembling shout across the still water. 

The boat sank slowly under them into the luminous sea as he 
did so. f'l.we had time to throw ofl her coat and skirt and take up 
one of the oars. The water was tepid and sweet as she struck out 
shorewards, with the star- reflections shaking about her as 
r-ough she had fallen into the sky. She had ahvap heen a powerful 
:.wimmer. and there was a silver cup that murnsie had been proud 
of. . . . Clare thought it strange she should think of that little trophy 

that moment. . , . . ^ 

A .'litter like the glitter of Slcath’s eyeglass broke the water near 

t > her. and she beat with the oar. There came a gurgling shout 
I rom Lorenquo vvh.ich made her turn her face away tor a n^oment, 

tiiinking the -.harks had got him. But he was '1?^'; 

v.Iiich had left the side of the little Dutch steamer. Gerald Sleatn 
must have meant it only for one ot his steely jokes, aljcr all, fo t 
his amorous lieutenant. Clare forgot the sharks 
<!e.th. An-! then an iron resolution came to her. She tnust 
let the Dutchman pick her up. .Site must reach the shore, and face 

Henry Marlowe first. j • u- ir 

Twice the glittei broke the surface again, and twice she bea 
:■ vav with h r oar. The lagoon was within distance now. She wa 
upon It uhen something harsh scraped foot, sending a 
' Id thrill all through her. She saw the white ® ^ 

. ;d threshed at it. Suddenly, and apart from ®Vfi 

ovnued u- hv. a> she had never dcMfcd before. It gave her strength 
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to shoot out of the swell into the lagoon. With the calmer ujtcr 
about her, she knew with some instinct that her desire was answered, 
though ^e glittering ripple which was so like Gerald Sleath’s eye- 
glass, with his penetrating smile behind it, still followed. 

Just then, at the palm-shadowed lagoon-landing, the private landing 
of Rajah David, the throb of an engine, suddenly started, be.at 
through the w'ater to Clare's cars. Somebody had seen her. A hail 
came. 

“Here!” she called, loeling, all ut»once, sick and faint. 

The pale hull slid above her, and a Hare dropped into the water 
near her unwelcome follower, lighting everj-thing with an unsteady 
nicker. An odd mingling of relief and repulsion came as she heard 
Henry Marlowe’s voice. 

“ Great heavens ! You, Clare ! ” 

. Clare disengaged herself from the arms which 

had lifted her into the cockpit, and sat down. 

Tvi ^ 'vas coming out to the Maraquita now. What lias itappened > 
\Xhercs Alan? Cant you answer, girl?” 

I can answer. Alan’s in Manila, and a lot of things have happened. 
)oud better not go out to the Maraquiia, because Gerald bleath 
IS there. \X c 11 go back to the house, to talk. I think.” 

***** 


“Are you on parole ? ” asked Clare. 

come slowly into the room where Henry Marlowe sat 

bron/c Dyak lamps; a sitaight and 
” S»’antung .suit, grave-lipped, hard-cy-cd, her 
.»hinmg hair still wet. In the doorway, she had paused before Henrv 

Jnd ?n presence, and watched the whit "a?r 

hu "'a'* resting thi^ughtfully in 

wh ^ question. ^ ' 

•‘ThU n” Marlowe stood up fr(,wninc 

This IS all such an amazing busine.ss that it makes mv bra-n snin 

^ heap of questions to askd’ ^ ^ 

1 here is> figrecd Clare. How do you stand with n^r ‘r 
police ? I should like to know that first ” 

David had given^her IMcf ^ 'vhich Rajah 

K tt j’lriSS -- -- 

Now, with a sad fcelinc that sh? never worn it, 

' Hir 55.1”** ¥ Ste: 
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discovered aconite in a drinkinR-cup she kept tor !\im. Of course, 

they haven’t luund her. Hut Clare ” 

Clare KnikCd up, and interrupted him. 

“ Someb«'dy p.iid her to do it, I suppose, wito would have made 
sure that ^he got clear .awav — naturally.” 

•• I believe those foul Dutchmen thought I had a finger in the pie ’ . 
— .Marlowe broke otf— “t.lare, can't my story wait? You come 
ashore at the end of y.>ur honcymixm from a shark-infested lagoon, 
without your husband, to cross-examine me before giving a word ol 

ekpl.mation " • u 

’■ Please remember that I’m Rajah Alan’s wife, and mistress here 

till .Alan ct'mes,” answered Clare, with a cold glance. I should 
have grown i(s love Rajah David,” she finished, ” and now I want 
to know who paid Lula l.ing to poison him. I came ashore to learn 

that.” . . 

“ God ! You talk as though I was the guilty party ! This is a 
touching meeting between father and d-aughier, Clare.” 

There was a silence. In spite ot her icy self-composure, Clare 
experienced a strange thought. W'liat if Henry Marlowe had been 
in reality her father ? Would her attitude have been any different ? 

“ That’s a stale joke, about father and daughter. Don’t use it 
again I want you to listen. Alan knows everything about the trick 
\ve played on liim and Rajah David— absolutely everything. He 
learned about it in Manila. I didn’t tell him. I was tw great a 
coward, and ux>— too happy ’’—Clare smiled bitterly. 
woman who knew him, and knew Gerald Sleaih and that man 
Lorenquo, tcKi. They were in Manila when we arrived. 

" Oh, be quiet. Didn’t you hear me say so? There s Wurse to 
come Man had no chance to disbelieve. He saw the newspaper 
cuuinc of your advertisement, and Rajah David had been poisoned. 
IL- we-nt ashore and never came back to the M^u.qutta. He sia^d 
with Nareisa del Agramonte. At least, Lorenquo says he did, 
though C'.larc passed her hand across her lorehead— I m 
sure. But the game’s up as far as we re concerned. 

“Who brought you here?” _ .,r.H Hidn’t 

” Gerald Sleath. He made me a pnsoncr m the 

let me out until we were well Away from .Manila, ^^-nmmksiincr 
me here in order to accuse us both before the police commissioner. 

exploit in g'’tVpo?son Rakdi David,” answered Oarc, in a steady 

voic? CTfhc c^se is yry black Yo^u 

of us can produce proof of innocence— or ol the other s gu . 

"■^wLIk'S^o^poWrUenry Marlowe’s features 

r said. amso. 

musingly : a a crashing one, too. Sleath turns 

himsSan’— ernof iusuce and brings you a prisoner bac. 
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to Kolu ! He must be pretty sure of his ground. Do you know vvIku 
1 think has happened ? I think he must have had Alan, as they say, 
bumped off good and well this time.’’ 

Jd that ease, Mr. Marlowe, as I should be his w idow and ^ 1 istre^s 
of Kalu, don’t you think you might speak about the matter with a 
hCJle more formal sympathy ? I don’t wish to remind you that you 
are mine and Alan’s guest here until such time ns the police arrest 
you, or both of us. But, you would be \viscr to remember it.” 

Henry Marlowe stood looking curiously at her. Slowly, 1 k' had 
begun to rcarize that this was a new, a reborn Clare — Alan 'Frenchard’s 
witc, or widow. Some of his own iron strength seemed to have 
passed into her. In that emergency, she was safer as a friend than ao 

aware of a reluctant admiration for her. 

* Clare, we're both in a tight corner. You sec that ^ ” 

Very clearly.” 

Henry Marlowe lifted her hand. She kept it still but could not 
pull It away. He frowned. 


“ What, no wedding ring ? ” 

I VC put it off. Please go on. Say what vou were going t.».“ 
finiJi'r staring closely at the snake-ring (*n Clare'. 

nVho''ga"/you"®,haT';’ing^"'"" " 

r.sgtJr, """‘"8 for you ,0 

Marlowe dr«v a deep breath and let her hand fall again. Without 

S^ch curtained window and looked out 

5ach things did not happen, even to adventurers like himself ihou^b 
many strange things had happened in his career vThc hid ha 

wi e A,^abcf?n^L^?;■^P^f and given i?m hi 

ycaJs before’. . ^ " honeymoon, more than twenty-three 

“ What do you know about this ring ? ” 
silence, waitinr^'r "Ke insixr 

Heno-Tlaru'c."‘“* -mmissiL.cl iXnU;’ 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 

T.,r 1-.. . behind the curtain 

chill winds at*’;;?Jht°L^uSbv‘^^^^^^ I-*' 

„ It is a simple lidcnvorld diarVhYJ?'" ' 

Philippine capital, and its g^d ii 

worshipped by that cnrimici.T^- .. I here arc lesser gods 
men, yellow men, black men 

East knows about gods, svhich only the 

and is doomed. Sometimes a white man Imds one to wot^liip, 

On. whi.c man, who, ,o all appearanoos, had found some auch god, 


52 


SINISTER ISLAND 


2 *- 

Stood in the moonlight bv the yellow water, and sliivercd bcncadi 
his thin, ragged clothing. He looked with blank eyes over the ns’or, 
cl.^sely watched by a Chinese boy who sat on the towering poop ot 
a nee-junk I'rom Hai-Nan and tlirew a few scraps of garbage down 

The man who had been Alan Trenchard moved away into the 
shadows He was conseious of no humiliation. He was an automaton 
with a past that sioprod like a blank waU at a Chinese woman on a 
staircase, smoking and screaming. . . Beyond dierc was no 

remembrance, for Lula Ling’s drug lay like a heavy lid 
his brain. Oulv Lula Ling’s vitriol had failed in its first object and 
accomplished another, grim and unexpected But even ^ 

tall voung man with a live days beard, clad m the 
of a iKwk-r.u, pale with sickness and emaciated by lack of food, knew 

" The^dclirium h.ad gone long ago, and with it the ravaging 
A few cents, earned now and tlicn by manual labour, had kept him 
from starvation, and once a drunken American sailor h.nd thrown him 
T dollar In the quiet night, he knew that he lay m some son ot 
bondage; tiathis' present" life was not a matter of nightmare years 
as it seemed, but of m^-re days. But. with daylight came only 
animal desires again ; food, drink, sunlight, and one single 
whiTii never left h.s drugged brain. Terror ot the Chinese woman. 

It was\hc Chinee watchman of a warehouse. 

'I>cm?ha.d's running figure. He 

into the shadow again, to speak to a form that crouchca d> m 
“"EntlSh Johnny now if you -nL Hop it I 

clatter over a grating. It g ^P ran again, 

and Ivmt thing with no passage between 

stumbled, regained his Let. Th thc^lighis and turmoil 

bamboo houses and f ‘ ‘ j go there, among the lamps 

ol some busy strccL He ha< craved to go in , 

and the moving traffic, away trom th ^ ihe Chinese woman 

like a spell, but he had never ^ ^-ouid shake her off. 

was driving him there. It w’as ^ P he had driven with 

It was one of the busy streets w^h ,hc^nau 

Chro to the Hotel /'’‘'."if ' the moving traffic, and saw 

a aan.c 

•• Lula Ling! j from his previous animal fear 

A new kind ol horror, different maimed creature, 

came upon Trenchard as he have crawled 

fearfully injured by her search for him and Hn.sh 
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the kerb, into the dazzle of the traffic. The shining radiator of a car 
swerved from him, an instant too late and he was flung heavily, spun 
■tor a moment of hoarse shouting voices and blaring horns, and then 
dropped with blackness pouring over him. 

***** 

In a cool patio, between the white walls of her mansion, on the 
WK * at San Miguel, Narcisa sat lightly upon a couch. Her eyes 
rested thoughtfully on a lountam that bubbled and splashed within 
its akbastcr basm m the middle of tlic tessellated floor. 

‘ How strange 1 You c.an remember nothing, even vet ? ” she 
asked the man by her side. ^ 

“ Nothing. Except that Chinese wom,an. She's vivid cnougli in 
all conscience. 

‘‘You’re safe from her now, never fear, said Nircls* 

with gentle sympathy in her voice. iNartis*. 

Alan Frcnchard looked at the golden-skinned fasc. There was no 
recognition m his glance, but only u puzzled gratitude 

™ hew "up?'dWnTyo„"?'': 

g>d. 1 m a uoman* but I m not entirely inhuman b^'ciuse 4 >f th^t 

hc“„n?'^'I,riuher''of If'.', > "'-^v 

No. I don’t thin^l -im I ^ eighteen carat dock loafer. 

brain was not' eniire?y^'’siroyttf*'Nobilv t''”* " th.at your 

of Chine.se can do with hem^nd a.w/ 

tlian one or Mvo doses to rtcMcvo its oh it tixik more 

Iwr in time. bcfoIl^ she could ^ 

pauscd-.“Thc doctor ?ald someth g cIsT He 

set away from the East, Alan, if you’re to get well 2e ,in"“ 

•' say Which 

greedily upon the present He ‘""ten 

“”a "s^hcTo^ri^d 

vine-hung loggia^'’^Hc*arid^>j^’ prrymg limes and ice, through th* 
Wind blcfv SghVheTrcllSdT.f'^”*^^^ where a sSt .oa: 

i^hc blue sweep of bay and clftt booking 
Trcnchard frowned and i Manila. All at once 

i^Iwn^Narrisa's Involuntarily, his hand S 

Id hur?ed°me viSil^iSinT»““*’ ynur kindness 


pursed 

teJf 


some- 

"^^ppea my Spaiush conventronf, long ago, even 
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in iWanila. I'w an obstinate streak in me, likewise a vulgar curiosiry. 
Alan. I uant to discover who you really are. For that reason, I 
mean to take vou away from the Fast to my home in California oi 
the doctor prescribed. If I did tlui. would you — misunderstand? ” 
•• No, I wouldn’t misunderstand. But it might not be wise. 
Karvisa. Wise for me, 1 mean. I’m dangerous. I've no background 
i * keep me sane. I hat’s my own funeral, I expect. Somewhere 
miethiug’s calling m:. urgently'* — Trenchard leaned his face on 

hiv hinds' a moment— • I feel it. But while you’re kind to me " 

■ You sound so dangerous,” said Narcisa, rising with a quick laugh. 
Slic felt like writing a letter of thanks to OeralJ Slcath, who had 
Ml coolly betrayed In', promise not ti harm Alan, and thus given him 
to her. with no other woman in his memory. Narcisa del Agramonte, 
whose blood came from old Granada, found a little wondering pitv 
I >r n golden-haired stranger girl vhose adventure had so pitiluhv 
come to nothing. . . . 

* « * * • 


nuring those days, when the big black-and-gilc steam yacht uIiko 
H onolulu and the Golden Gate knew as well as ManHa did, was 
being hurriedly commissioned, the companionship between thcio 
deepened swiftlv. Trenchard found himself listening tor Narcisa i 
i .o' .teps. Marooned on the island of the present with dark sea.s 
on every side, she was his only companion. Perhaps, too, there 
something in Lula Ling.’s drug that weakened the fibres and made 
of it all the essence of a sweet dream. 

More than once, something clamant urged hint to leave 
\ here he was a willing prisoner. But the thought of those nightmais 
docks where he had nlimed like a pariah, always made him recoil 
There was the clement of a ccnspir.ncy about their embarkation 
It was like an elopement to sit in the big launch together, and mms 
over the purple w-ncr to the lights of the yacht, where it w^ted for 
no purpoL but to take them aboard. Trenchard felt 

m Tome silken web from which he liad her 

KiTLisa sit wilh a little jewel at her throat that trembled Irorti her 

?uick breathing. On the landing-ladder, 

i.er. She did it purposely. It was like some fear 

Na^ci^a told hor^clf, recklessly, but she jo' e 

• iiciigili about her. and find whether he would hold her close lor 

moment. Me did. 

Slowly, she went up to the deck. 

by , 1.0 ruii aad she knev that, when he 

1^‘bc^ndoSd. ;“^eS.cdt,o.vly about 

the yacht. 

ir?“tood 'staring a. bet. Hi. glance loft her and went along the 

i’^r'irko it. Wait a 

I belief Ahn'^rvetl- ^he 

sod cL'nco-td s^ick a^ in. ^Sl.e could only wait now. 
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This isn't the Alaraquiia ? Of course not. Clare wa*. nho:M\l 
her. Sam Dak hit me with a knife-hilt after ” 

The shutter had flown open, full, Uic dark seas had gone, leaving 
pitiless, bleak light. 

“Wait a moment, Narcisa. . . . You’ve been very kind . . . b: a 
b.'t kinder for a moment and let me think. . . 

He turned to the nil and lookcvl into the dark water. The blow 
w.is worse than Sam Dak’s, but it left him with a clear, bitter vision, 
and no physical pain. Clare ! Trcnchard saw her golden head lor 

a moment, and gripped the rail helplessly. She u-.js worthless 

a fraud. He took that laboriously. She and Marlowe had lai<l .m 
elaborate b^by-trap for him and Rajah David, who had paid forfeit 
with his life tor being a simple and credulous old fellow. No us- 
going further than that, just now. He was s.inc again. Deadly sane. 
“ How long is it since, Narcisa, please > ’’ 

“Ten days since I found you. Tlic Muraquuu s.ulcd a week 
before that. I never told you. You wouldn’t have understood 
There was silence, then : 

friend.. A trump ! ’’ He took both her 

Sss CHrVon'i ri ""! "’»PC up on Kalu now, Narcisa, 

Ws Un5v -fi ^ia^lowc have cleared out.” The names came from 
^ “ It was a man named Slcaih 

I-‘"g> I imagine. I’ll do Clare the justice 
|, she wasn t in that. 'They’re running separate concerns 

I VC a missmn yi life now, Narcisa. I’m going to checkmate Coth.” 

Wl?a,“,ppen? nmv A?m ' ‘‘"r Iricn.!! 

wuh a wL^c of you; han" ? ^ ^1 h“ p vo„7" 

Do you mean you would help me, Narcisa > “ 

eNpcdiiion o^'^thc IsfaS!” ' f^'rget that. It’ll be a hunting 

I VC passed through every danger Dossihlo ‘VUr, r 
married to Ramon del Agramontc.” -'‘an. I was once 

Trenchard spoke in his new, hard tone. 


its name. I took Clare th^once*^”^ Peacocks i; 

hunself with the n^e Rm « Trcnchard lashed 

Ten Pc^icocks now nol^y m KjIu will worry about 

he’»asfaiihfulasa‘hoI?d Yc?'r headman there, and 

Ten Pcacock?and s^tch ^ haling 

«Ptam can drop YotS 

I warn you, Narcisa, iher^’s^Iangw " But 
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Tin SCHXTl-D BRAZIFR 

In Rj|;\h David's, house on Sciqueira Kalu five people were gathered 
under liic bronze Dy.ik lamps of the library’- 

To an observer they held at once the aspect of an informal party 
and a court ot luditiil inquiry, of debonair courtesy and deadly 
hatred. Von Maas, the Duicli police commisMoner, was a lar^, 
tlorid man with a siirT stubble of hair and stcel-rimmed glasses, who 
exhaled a permanent odour of stale cigars. Me sat at Rajah David s 
mahogany de>k. under which his thick legs were packed clumsily. 
Ry his side stood his Malay inspector, bright-eyed and curly-haircd. 
Henry Marlowe and Clare sat in rattan chairs facing him. OeralU 
bleaih and Cxsar Lorenquo were a little aside. 

Van Maas cleared Ids throat. 

Perhaps you will state wh.u is the ground of your aggusation 
laid against iMr. Henrv M.nrlowc, Mr. Gerald Sleath,” said the police 
commissioner, speaking in gmve and guttural Fnglish. 

SIcath’s answer came almost carelessly, but promptly. ^ . 

•• I will I assert that Henrs- Marlowe came Irom England to 
Sciqueira Kalu with a fixed and criminal purpose. I can prove 
that the woman he brought with him is no relation, ^ 

ma^queraded as his daughter. Undey a false 

David Trenchard’s son. And on the day they were married, David 

i renchard died from poisoning.” 

“ So> 'T hat sounds serious. Now you. Marlowe. ^ 

“ Highly circumstantial, Sleath,” said Henry 
his head cri icallv. He stood gracefully to his feet to maU a ultis 

"""on •.hr”;,'"" Chinese Toman named. Lula .Lins 

whoS I saw myself hand the drink to Rajah 

him. disappeared. I suggest that Lula Ling be found and into 
ffated You may find then whose agent she uas. 

""Cdarc. seated ly his side, Madowe’s hand pres^^ 

ingly. It brought a spring to lier feet 

audacity, but she lought it ^ stood with the broken 

and reveal what Lula Ling had told h ' and bevond 

goblet, Clare told hersclt. But something unaccountaoic an 

her will chained her dovvn. She couW^^^^^ 

glancl''p\Ximat'ic bm ^ec" be^hind his “^sation 

Sir'll 

courteou-sly. “ The sugeeM.on .s so ,„„kcd 

.. Oh ! ■■ said Cxsar Lorenquo .n a shocked s ome Lorenqui.’s 
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smiled back. They were like two duellists \\!io measured tiicic 
blades in a silent clash. He shrugged. 

Mr. Sleath, sir, has laid a terrible accusation at my door. And 
now for rninc. I name him for a liar and the greatest scoundrel 
tnc Islands. I challenge him to produce Alan Trcnchard, 
who, he says, handed over to him my daughter ” — Marlowe paused 
coollj*— My^daughter and his wife, to bring from Manila to face 
this charge. Obviously, we must wait for Alan Trcnchard. We shall 
wait for a long time, for I charge Mr. Sleath with having murdered 
him in Manila. 

“Ach!” The police commissioner .frowned. He put down liis 

pen, though he had only traced hieroglyphics on a blotter with it 

M This IS getting too deep. That is a wild statement to make, 

^ possible it is, who caused the 

David. Thar is our first purpose.’* 

U f ^ ''Oicc, “ you must have Mr. Trcnchard 

here before you carj do that. That’s obvious, I think.” 

50 . \our husband is alive and well in Manila ^ ” The com 

missioner g inted his glasses paternally at Clare. “ Ir w.as joost a 

as Vs little Qu?rrcV' back with Mr. Sleath, eh ? Married life 
I don I know if he is alive and well. I know noihinc tbout ir 

Sm 'h'-- Hut 

tiU-Tm ?.c "■<= 

looked across at her', in obvious pcrnlcxirv Hiv 

That was how the Hollander held his ^ pned. 

and ihuinb> gingerly Rai'\h Indies, bciwccn n linger 

kiokins at ’the Ind of a rope wo^rat:^^'^; “",‘1“ 

Alan might be dead, in MaVla and Im? ^ 

.‘\mericans. if so the man 

cousin, or the young Rajah’s widow— ^ >'‘^^>^5 Rajah’s 

Trencha^dVV comV" home Alan 

linunary inquiry is postponed ” ® ^ cannot be. The per- 

cam? lH.ggfsh“. “-cir feet as the 

about Sleath ’$ lips, but^Hen^ Mnrimv^^ ® of amusement played 
as befitted a host, until vlJ? M?alu k gravely courteous, 

of the verandah. ' * Passed down the 

* * * * * 

RaiahV'mSsion^on^Vu^^and f* the niasterhand on the 

Clare caught that Henry Marlowe 

Vfith every throat and looked it in eves 

Marlowe spoke ^othinc ra^ ®''’ay> she held her ground. Henry 
ber mother^ dS Sa^c^^She 

vr oia t.iarc. She had the crr.pr>' feeling of one 




'•*A 


5^^ SINISTER ISLAND 

on the edge ol a precipice, over which, if she took another step, she 
vvouUl pit^.h. 

Yet, inevitably, ‘?hc took the step. ' . 

She came bad; fn>m the iitllc cable station on Seiqucira Pome, 
late in the attemoon, with a sense of complete fatalism. As she looked 
at the teak and stone house, where it crouched among its vivid 
trt>pical beauty, with the sea wind waving the palm fronds about ii^ 
it was strange to picture mumsic in her littJe cottage garden, thousands 
of miles away, opening the message she had just dispatched : 

CuHc IMC truth about Henry MarlouCy moihery dear. I tuna 

kfunv. . . . , * u 

As she entered. Clare took in some change which had come about 
the mansion during her absence. The window's were heavily shut- 
tered, the stout storm-blinds of the verandah drawn, though it was 
broad, calm daylight. A copper statue moved in the porch at the 
sound of her loi^tstcps. It was one of the Malay servants, witJt a 
kris at his belt, obviously on guard. Henry Marlowe came out oi 
the hall to greet her. 

' Where the devil have you been ? Pcrhav>s you want SIcatn to 

hold of vou, Clare ? . u . j 

One glance at the harsh speaker told Clare that scmetlung had 

happened. Marlowe, his thin mouth tight, was badly shaken. , 
-You're frightened," Clare said, with the steady KK)k whKh 
Marlowe was coming to hate. " Very frightened indeed, ^hai W 

nswer Marlowe allowed her something which Ij'y ^ -"J: 

It was a tiny dan, made from some black waxlike substance, whuh 

vs-as already beginning to melt. , k ho slowlv "It 

“ The Black Scorpion they call it about here, . 

Ir-ive*; a mark on a dead man which can t be distinguished from 

Lcs.rpion bice. Look at the lip. It’s made from a real 

hollowed to hold tlic poison. They’re using finesse out of rcsp'-s 

f.;; t hat Outch commissioner. Sam Dak’s b'owpipc the weapon, 

and it came through the open window;. Luckily, I 

If shook llenrv Marlowe, though he spoke no more -'tH 

Subtly after that, while Clare waited fl^/prde'sdn^y^ vague 

;he return of Aim, \v^ndows 'remained heavily 

terror crept aboiu the hou^c. i ne sind nave one 

.ImnorcJ. Honry M,.rlowc a small automatic 

to Clare, hut .he put it away, still with that sh P jj 

m a greater game than the one which Henry Manowc ana 

''’‘■■'‘'■?„u‘ro'fn;.h<cnod ! ’■ ,hy said softly once again n“' "jf;,,;,' 

You brought me upon this adventure a few years it o 

^.Cft viljag 

rusft’ci 

Z:X^.rLT. ^kLTinorI‘'SLrj^cU. . don^ understand why • 
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don’t ask the Dutch police-commissioner for a safe conduct to 
Hatavia, where I can get a liner back to England.” 

‘ And leave me ? My God, Clare, you wouldn’t ? ” 

frightened man w;ho spoke. Clare gazed at Marlowe’s 
Unite head with a touch of fascination. 

vo!! slowly. “ Somehow, I want to take 

M’u back. I believe you to be altogether wicked. Hut I like v.ni 
Did you know I hked you ? All through this madness you drag^ged 

Tonyas f I don’t think you would ever have 

done as much for me, I want to look after you. I’m still Alan’s 

wr^c, though .f he’s alive, he’ll never have anything to do with me 

again But I'm the Ranee of Kalu till he comes. If 1 like m order 

liave *T^*^chicf, you’ll 

*• u""* Care. That w-ould be the best " 

I m talking about you at the moment. You come under mv 
djctatorship. Your crime was commiued on Kalu ^ 

Our crime, Clare/' 

confeS’it w J’l"-- 

mm^‘£sS¥5€£i 

loyaUy to° me" ciaU/.'''' sof.Iy. Thanks for your 

A"rfow^?SlcaS?14"S?r To 

nn enemy. It had barclv oernrr/>ri aimed by 

be concerned in Rajah David’s death Tha^Cli^ 

his own guilt tightened a Iml.l r\n i, >1 ^ hpt Clare should be sure of 

had PondcredSc than And he 

had assailed him at the sight of the sntke r?n 
That mother ! Why hadn’t he ^ Clare’s linger, 

eager to leave EnghfnS" had been loo 

not ready to quit the advcn?i^c 

unsteadily to her feet. 

Th. "f ” 

w;xu5?'ri ssSH“ ^ 

nevgr stay in any room wit^Henrv m i ^ throbbing. She coul^ 

"'Bov“iun“ incoherent thoil^hj"'*' 

It %vas rhe tn^sage, missic.” 

s »"• sSteS 
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like the >>t a liyon.i, deceitful, treacherous. Then she saw that 

the envelope ^hc Iicld was the blue official one of the cable station. 

Clare it »wn on the bn\id staircase. Afterwards, she remem- 
bered. she smoothed her skirt carefully to do so ; looked at the 
envch'po a nutter of seconds, shelled it open slowly. 

Henry Marlov.-e if y nir f'lihcr, Clare., dearest. He never died. 

l-'or(,’ifc me and he to hi>n. Am writing. — Mtnnsic. 

It was bald nnil ’•iniple, comically simple, and no longer than a 
birthday greetin^r, that thunderbolt. . . . No, it was no tliunJcrbolt. 
She knew that. now. She had expected it in that inner Clare who was 
hidden bencitli many folds of the outer Clare. Expected it for days 
at lc.ist. 

When Cdarc’s hand turned the handle of the door, the little click 
it made '>t»unded sharp and disturbing. 

She walked to the ch.air where Henry Aiarlowc sat. The cablegram 
was in her hands. 

Henry .Marlowe sat still. His head was forward on his che.st a 
little. The smoke of the brazier hung in thick scented ribands about 
the rtx'm and m grey swathes over Henry Marlowe’s chair. It held 
a sharp and sickly pcrlumc very di/Tereni from Its usual delicate 
tfagranec. 

A voice spoke, soft and liquidly : 


“ Miss Clare ! ” 

'riiere was time to jump back from the dark face wh'ch was all 
liquid eyes and black hair, because a hindkcrchict covered the mouth. 
At the shuttered window of the room stood another figure, and she 
knew it to be Gerald SIcath. Henry Marlowe leaned a little to one 
side in his chair like n man who slept, and she saw his pocket weighted 
with something bulging. Her bund fumbled for an instant, the 
autom.Tfic Karked in her fingers as she brought it forth. ... 

It was SIcath she aimed at, with the first cold desire to kill she had 
ever felt. It missed, and he came like lightning across. 

You little imp t ” he said, as though she had been u mischievous 

} i 1 1 

('.larc sprang behind the chair and fired again at a shape 

which crawled across the snow-leopard skin towards Henry Marlowe 
— Sam O ik. It stopped and knelt, whining like a dog m pom, bclorc 
it dragged itself in flight to tlic open window, where Lprenquo 
already stood, With the whites of his eyes showing. A third tun 
with the pungent fumes of the brazier biting her senses, the pistol 
..racked. Outside the door she caught a tumult of alarmed servants, 
an<l sw.avcd l.er way towards it. Slcaih, with the mirth of « ] 

on his fiice, caui'ht her from behind, as she did so, and, 
her young strength, she was fighting to turn in his arms and pre.s 
the muzzle of her pistol against his heart, 

than that, for Alan and for Henry M.irlow’C, who was licr father, 
she must kill (jcrald SIcath. 


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 

WITHOUT ANY LOOT 

Clare scarcely realized what was happening among the ribands of 
strongly scented smoke which filled the room from the brazier now. 
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Everything danced before her vision. Some Eastern genie- ntaJe 

out of the grey-blue fumes, seemed to be lauRhing at her elforts m 

Wheel in .Meath s arms and press the muzzle of the automatic pistol 
against him. ' 


against him. 

succeeded in tearing the handkerchief from his 
‘ir room broke open at that moment 

a dozen servants entered, Sleath, with his arms over h.^ 
^ ^ towards the open window and Clare fired at him. 

ferocity into tlie squeeze of ihe trigger, but only hit tli 
gibbcn^ gene that flitted all about her. . . ^ 

. brazier — throw it out!” she managed to sav ” T'k- 

the tiuin out of here.” ^ 

servants were frightened, but they liked the n-v 

Siught One of thJm 

wher' ih^air S her eyes to find herself in .another room, 

window ^ “‘ifainied, at the 

« ■ a ^ 


et u ^ gone ! 

Marlowe, where he lay on the couch in 

her known al 


the time > A mo™..,* r , somctiung wiilun her known all 
felt ^ moments forlorn smile touched Cl.-»re. Everythin'’ 

felt lonelier now, some way, even than it did before. > 

Roim -I pH h V muching Marlowe’s lips with spirit ihci ’ 

Hc^^lnly fiakS a^ML^cwc^£^^ 

she shook her head. " iiUirtd at Clare phlegmatically ;is 

on cigar, as he listened sSferJI^Ty ' "’'•’'T' ‘'P* '''"-'ked 

like xL. TXsTkc'’S^ ‘‘•“P' OOP those villains 

is a f^ily q^aVreh'an^d' Sy -'ri: 

u" CT Dutchman smiled patemallv— “ ,'f'^,"’"o''-es in time, 
Sleath, and Mr. Sleath arrest f.^r ,.v?? u ^ arrc.st for 

of us all ? It is wcU that T rlSf I ‘ to become 

•Manila I go, to irv m to-morrow. .7., / Por to 

Those arc the ordtJs from^thrCovcmm^nt ^Pn 'Trcncliard. 
nuisance, and not much chance P«r i ITi" of Batavia. It is tarn 
I shau stay here till y^rifnd^?^* ■. 

■hirsi^Sme ta^,^''da'y?'''??’f^ “■<*' “ hour Utot. for the 

far in describing you as m^er’n I ^ould be going 

^ in to Ge^d you any idc.i of 

y l<we, Clare. I m shaky yet. I idl you, that 
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Puf. Jiman Icavi.ig in the lurch, hands us over to Slcath. He 
P‘** servants to put that stuff in the brazier. 

He II get me — us — some way. Clare, we ought to clear out while 
the p<»ing's BcH)d. The expedition has failed.” 

‘ XX’ithout any loot ? ” inquired Clare, in level tones. “ Or with ? ” 
Her hand involuntarily went to mumsie’s cable, where she had 
fnrust it away. She had not shown it to him. She never would. 
Her first purp-^'se h.id gone for ever, Clare knew that, now. She 
could watch Henry .M.irlowe, her father, with complete detachment. 
There was a pr»tblem for the psychologist in it. Clare considered. 
When he wa^ only a stranger who had been very kind she had felt 
unconscic'u.sly drawn to him, because of the call of their common 
blond. Now that she knew the truth, she could think only how 
bitterly he must have injured little mumsie to make her hide from 
bim and pretend that he was de-ad, for more than rwenty years. In 
(be same brief minute, Clare had found and lost her father. . . . 

*■ You pul it crudely. But there’s loot, sure enough. We’d be 
fools to go without something.”, Marlowe said musingly, in answer 
t • her question. 

Clare averted her face and tapped the floor with a little shoe. 

'■ ^’ou’d rather go than wait for Alan’s return ? ” she asked. 

■ '■ He’s dc.nd, my dear. Why hope ? Slcatli would see to tliat. 
.\nd now that the Dutchman’s going——” 

" He’ll sec to us 

Suddenly Clare felt the East in her nostrils, and Kalu something 
'■•hiwh belonged to her, the Islands with their beauty and tlicir 
danger, her home, where her destiny lay. , 

” No,” she s.aiii slowly. “ I’m staying. Tm Alan’.s wife, and Rajah 
r>.ivid's daughter. I can fight Slcath — till one of us wins. The 
■-ervants like me, and so do the people on Kalu. They’ll help me. 
I’ve got a chance. You may go if you wish. B»U— no loot. If you 
took anything, I shc>u!d have, you follosvcd and arrested. Please 
understand that.” 


c: H A P TER L I G H T E P M 

BL.ACK PF.\RLS 

'l iic yaeh.t swayed drowsily to the swell, with little crealdng noi>es 
of ancltor-hawse and loose-gear. The lights of Kalu were beginning 
to prick the dusk. A scent of musk and pomegranates blew from 

the shore. „ , , 

“ Now that the Dutch cop has moved himscll on, remarked 
Cxsar Lorenquo, breaking the silence, wC can take off the I-;J 
gloves, which arc vcr\- hot in this climate.” 

” hirst blood to her ! ” said Gerald Slcath, in low tones at length. 
“ Sain Dalds, too. Ordinary rod stuff. I didn’t know he could 
bleed. His shoulder’s smashed.” 

Lorenquo swallowed a little. . u «7 

” It wasn’t my fault. It was too much caution, Slcath. ® . 

frightened of the Dutchman. You wanted it done quietly, didn c 
vou ? But Miss Clare didn’t know that, so she fired a pistol at us. 
Lorenquo gulped a hugh and stepped back at Slcath s look, vy.tn 
his own t^h showing in the dusk. “ No more dog-whipping. 
S«-a»h. I’m tired of it. Yoirvc got jaundic: to-mght. 
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“A woman, too! It’s so damn tunny that it fascinates me." 
Sleath walked^ocg tl\c dark deck. Lorenquo watched him. 'I Ikto 
was something about a fallen angel in some poetry he had read. 
Sleath was a fallen angel. There were men in the undcKvorld ot 
tlte Islands who drank, or doped, or kept a brown harem, but Sleath’s 
vice was the dark Sleath that lived within himself. Some day, the 
half-caste knew, in the mood of self-revelation which had come 
uneasily to both of them, Sleath would kill him, or he wouKl kill 
Sleath, or they would each die in the other's stranglehold. . . . 

'* ril have a drink. I’m sure it'll refresh me,” murmured Ca.-'.ir 
Lorenquo, drawing a rather cracked smile. 

Crvsar Lorenquo sat a considerable time over his glass of Napoleon 
in the leak-and-silver cabin of the Maraquiia. He dreamed of a 
pair of brown eyes and a shining helmet of fair hair. 

His musings were interrupted by tijc soft splash of oars, and the 
gentle bump of a small boat against the xKUirjijuita's sides. Hare 
feet pattered on the landing-ladder. 

In some alarm Cxsar reached the dock. He saw that by the side 
of Gerald Sleath a dark figure in the blue sarong of one of Rajah 
David’s servitors stood. 

“ An emissary, Caisar.” 

, . Sleath drew back his head and laughed very softly. At one stroke 
black mood had gone. He looked at Lorenquo with whimsical 

a piece of noicpapcr. In the bl^e of 

itars, ir was easy to read : 

U ill you oowe up here to-niorroio evening, lo parley under u <iri..f 
Jtag oj mice ? I have a proposal to make. Hriiig a bodyguard if you 
suipecr any inck, hut / assure you there tuill be none. — H Af 

***** 

of the Maraguiia Late that 
mghi. It came almost mvjsibly over the translucent water, and the 
brown and bearded ^ant which it carried towered against the stars 

watch saw him. He ilTught at The 

h i and iLcw back 

clnit’c K deep-chested laugh. With hands that Tcre itke 
^ “ Th f ^ughi the man and shook him til! his teeth rati cd 

That lor not keeping a better look-out, dog,” he s-,id Now 

He"^S.l^d Tlf “ service to Allah and Hay you alive ’’ 

Gerald ‘he cabin where 

yl^rnot .livLh m. d! knv" 

addressed d ?o Glral^Sleilh Arabia. He 

at Lorenquo. ^ Sleath, after one piercing and saturnine look 

",”s "f ‘he sca- 

and be.„ bis servL “Sce^rhS.'^^.ird^'lh 
look atTha'’broTO''face"“.itif'^'!'- S *>'* ':hair >o 

S’ picS? '^r " HI "S- 

« ^4l?iar 
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yi un^j Raj.ih’s headman on that island. But the son of Baba serves 
under no woman, true or lalse. Rajah David is dead — poisoned. 
1 he young Rajah comes no more ro Ten Peacocks, and he, too, says 
the report, is dead. The hand of the Prophet has struck Kalu hard, 
''jnee the wicked ones came, and there is only one t)f the blood left, 
(.''mar serves but the blood of Raiah David. I am here, (nan. I go 
back to Ten Peacocks .as your sen'ant.” 

“ Ten Peacocks ! ” [t was Lorenquo’s hijshed voice. “ That’s 

uJicre tlic black pearls are. Ycu remember, Sleaih ” 

If I do not choose to makd you my servant, Omar? ” Sleath 
twirled his glass. The glacial glance that had silenced Lorenquo 
ucm to the headman, who made a little proud and indifferent gesture, 
and stood beneath the raking look like an emperor. 

“ There are others, master. Omar is no slave. I am sorrj'. 
Forgive me, '/'uau Sleuth.” 

Sleath tapped the table thoughtfully. His glance ran over the Arab. 

” I'cn Peacocks ? That’s my cousin’s private island. What s 
the precious secret, Omar ? '’ 

“ There is nothing, man." Omar’s bearded face was as expression- 
IC'S as a blank wall beneath his green lieadkerchicf. He was the 
impassive Oriental servant. ” Black pearls said this — ” Omar 
paused for a split second of insult. “ — This man ? His father 
colour-blind. There are no black pearls. I bid you farewell, man. 

” Farewell to your master, eh, Omar? Stay here, you rcbeUicc'.; 
dog!” . 

He was smiling, but the lash of the white man was m 
Omar's mahogany face broke into a flashing grin of relief. He bent 


and lightlv lifted Sleath’s foot. 

*• Hai ' Mv heart was breaking, master. There is no blood but 
Rajah David's blood for me. Now I gt> bacit to Ten 1 cacock.s liappy 
again. But first he was grave ag-ain. A moment s 
in his eye:.. ” There is something which 1 have brought wih 
I.ong ago, the young Rajah told me that, should tH.h.fpc to 
h.m I must com-ey ,t to Raial. David. But Dnv.d ts dvad. 

Ic is but a little box of sandalwood. \X ill take it, master 

The red sandalwood box which Omar took/f ^HsP 

h.irdly larger than a trinket-case. It w'as “tdo^ed.^u ‘ 
fastened it lirmly. There was silence m the gently-ldung caom 
while tlie Englishman opened it, revealing a tnotPcco-bo p.,urcd 

and a small washlcaihcr bag. Sleath took up fj*" He 

something out into hi$ palm. A hiss came from Lcr q 

^'th" re' were t. score of black pearls. Wdesejnt and^Slowtngly aji« 
and shimmering like ebony liquid. G^'tald Slearh 
fortune in his palm. But, with no outward emotion, he p a 
Lems one by one on the table and took up the notebook to turn otc 

hs leaves, and read the jotted notes it conwmed : 

Solendul pearl shell in lo"»on. Tuenty clivers. 

rdack pZrU chicly Suleiman o.f^n 

(he last sultan, had a zvhole pile of loot buned tenth ' 'va„,hcr. 

chaoicr A s„rprhc ,o >prn,s ,m t'u- oM PojaU. Omar 
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hnoti'S of ihcsc uivesn’gatiom, and rliinks I'm He'll ihi};U 

orhertvise. . . . 

That was the last entry in Alan Trenchard’s neat writing. Gerald 
Slcath sat for a long time gazing at the white p.agc, and flicking it 
thoughtfully with his finger. His shapely mouth was thin and 
tight. He glanced at the sandalwood box, with its faint, sweet odour, 
arid then pushed it absently away. When he looked up the notebook 
still in his hand, bis face was a pale disguise that ntadc Lorenquo 
stare at him. He asked a negligent question. 

“ This book lay in the box with the black pearls, Omar ? Is that 
so ? ” 

“Always, master.- Since the young Rajah wont awav with his 
bride. He left it in the box.” 

“ Can you take me to the mosque of Suleiman ? ” 

" It is easy. But there is nothing there, master, s.ive Suleiman, 
vho for ever drinks the blood he shed, but cannot burst or die, 
bewusc he is eternally damned.” 

1 II quaff a bumper with him.” Slcath rose from the tabic with 

shall lead me there this verv night, Omar. W'e 
should reach Ten Peacocks before daylight and be back here for 
lunch. I can t wait. I want to sec the mosque of Sulcim.in.” 


C H A P 1’ E R K I N E T E E K 


SL’LKIMAN S COFFIN 

as th?momr S ^ lagoon , 

8=ntlcman and bearer of the 
.t«d Sd^hc “f'd ^■'^PPod ashore. He 

dark island. Thc^trap. ^ Oma., and gazed musingly at the 

Cousin Alan’s trap. 

devS so™";" Sid "P' f” “ 

p?nS"rc"pr X" f 

bound book which had lain and that a leather- 

smell only of the fragwnr«?.rS ^ would 

paper. Tl,erc waTn? and 

Cousin Alan was alive^ His hand^«H°‘* about Alan’s notebook, 
diaiy during the past few davs Thi painstakingly written that 
leather. The new gloi was , Icarher-bound book smelt of 

Gerald Sleath ht n the pcnciUnotcs. 

mouth. He was no\ '‘”^1 ‘•*«mined his thoughtful 

^ounting to spirirnal^beUrhad^mmi^^*^^^^ superstition, 

followed the jarrinc shoS iff h?c to him that night. It had 

«^dy hand. afte“*h^*'gjS Sjeath held out his 

ha^the honour of being the oiS^hlnS tt. It 

C stood there, a cold fatoli« AlanTrenchard. 

coia laiolist. He knew that, to Gerald Slcath, 
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a was the game ihat mattered, not the result. To own Kalu, and 
be a wr.jte rajah, would amu'«e him for a while. But it would soon 
^Ih ju'-t as the amusement of u«ing a half-caste worshipper and a 
.\iaJay wlio was more baboon than human was beginning to pall. 
1 rcnehnrd was worthy «<! his solitary steel, if he was so tough that 
l.ula I.ing had failed with him. Gerald Slcath felt the dark joy 
which came to him at rare moments. 

“ Shall we move, master ? It is not far from dawn.” 

T hough the moemlight still glittered on the beach, the dawn-wind 
was beginning to stir. Ten Peaco>.ks turned in its sleep. Even in 
the dark overgrowth where Omar plunged, following a tiny path, 
there was noi>e and glimmer. The night-hunting animals were 
'linking home. There was a faint lemon glow on the single minaret 
of the mosque which the second Suleiman the BlcKidy had built, 
years before, when gin and firearms had not come to turn the little 
sultans of the Islands into sodden old tv’rants. 

behold the mosque, master. Bur, I tell you, there is nothing 
there. This is but an ass’s journey.” 

“ Lead on, Omar, my friend. Lions c-in become asses, now .and 
again.” 


Me could sec the Arab’s broad shoulders, and the muscular ripple 
of hi', shoulder-blades beneath his lovtse green tunic as he moved 
aliead. Ho leapt and struck downwards between them, felt the long 
blade jar upon the bone, and tlien hilt itself, with a giish of something 
warm and unseen that drenched his hand. As Omar rcelcd on his 
laec. he withdrew, and struck again, twice, witli a soft whistle of 
breath at the double effort, kneeling down in the crackling brake to 
do it. Omar rolled with lus beard pointed to the tree-tops, and 
Slcath lifted his foot to crush any sound he .should make. But ilte 
Arab had tiled silently, with the chatter of the parakeets which had 
sprung to life about the mosque, his only requiem. 

Sloath’s movements were deliberate. Me rolled the 
tJtc deep grass, wiped his hand on his handkerchief, and flimg it 
awav. vStanding slim and graceful on the jungle path, be too^ 
his automatic and opened the magazine. It was empty, though iv 
k.ad filled it himself. 

“ Sly old pickpocket ! ” . n 

The old lox had lurched against him twice as the swell swung 
the motor-boat, and had relieved him ol the weapon. Slcath sent 
a quizzical glance at the deep grass as he put m ^“^^^ber clip. 

He was frozen nnd immobile again, immediately. His b - . \ 
Mnging with the gamble now, but outwardly, he kept a gambler s 
face. As he reached the clearing ahead, the mosque, with iis lan^ 
covered pUiars and crumbling dome, was sudden y b^b^ 
saffron. It stood knee-deep in misT and jungle, ^*'5 bngbt orchi^ 
growing over the cracked basins where fountains had once splasheu, 
and its tiled court thick with jungle grass. ^t„j»,her 

Jicached baicaih door of the nmque 
Slbath’s thoughts sardonically repeated the Sled 

he moved, with the interested glance of the sS^ic it 

doorway. Very coolly, he took out an electric tore > through 
mto the. bell-like cavern. There was no 

the window of the niche where Suleiman, ‘b'; redder 

had saluted the sunrise, Uie dawn lay m a bar that bumw 
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each moment. It showed a pile of rubble, an upturned slab, an I 
what looked like a flight of stone steps. The torch flickered to the 
opening. Slcath bent over, with his eyes aflame. 

“ Cousin Alan ! ” he called, softly. “Are you there ? ” 

“ I’ll wait up here, Alan,” he said, with a laugh. 

“ No need, Slcath ! ” spoke a voice by his side. 

He spun. The automatic in his pocket jumped, but the verv 
momentum of his movement baffled the aim. A fist cracked into 
his jaw and he went down. The automatic was snatched from his hand 
even as he squeezed the trigger again. 

“ Get up.” 

Alan Trenchard si^d against the flower-splotched wall. lie 
poised Sleath’s pistol in his hand for a moment, and then pitched it 
lar through the doorway into the vivid undergrowth 
“ Yours,” he said. 

A se^nd arc of metal went out into the sunlight. 

‘ Mine. I believe your knife is in Omir’s back.” 

Correct,” said Slcath. 

Standing a little apart, both surveyed each other, in the hot nool 

Tn Suleiman’s niche. Both were a^like 

in their flaming and almost maniacal eyes, and the darkness of their 
cmonons, which had ,he cfTccl of leaving them almost bodi , IS 
Trenchard spoke first. He said almost impassively : ■ 

“ Yo"u'!’m 1 ■^mman''’Susm"Abr''f““''‘!;®' '“''Shed. 

having the impression that you wc^^a 

alike, it seems.” ^ ^ ^ Great minds think 

BuVTSfr?L\?d'Z‘';omtfh1m“^„7^ «"' "Y- 

made a sound as they closed in a wrestler’s criVth^ 

together in the doorwav of rh^ ® ^ thftt took them down 

wWpeord; TrencK'alf b'one rd’s'iLw^'^n'’ 

the courtyard they lay flexed anH grass of 

balanced in streneth lock^H tensed, two animals perfectly 

sq^tting on ^ black ape! 

®'s^S£°h them solemnir ^ courtyard, ceased to 

jolts shook hii^^?d^fi5ed*his^outh^^^^^ raining 

the mosque agai^^d the b aS ao^ Znr rollcd”nto 

Down here, Sl^th I ” loping away. 

bearded *acc changed into the 

crashing down the step’s Into da^kneS"^p“”* "ere 

vault which was lighted by” 
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!I they u.iitcd in that -hort truce, ncitlicr knew. The 

ta!l Jv-an the steps had dazi.J them both, but they sprang simulta- 
ncou'ly ;md met in the middle of the chamber, hand and throat. 
Slcath - lingers squeezed, but the strength was running out of them. 

p'.'w over the heart tore him away, and sent him gasping. . . . 
lie knelt with his head hanging, and his opponent was on him. So 
they knelt, irv>n fingers at the throat of each of them, in what each 
guessed behind their reeling senses, w.is the last death-grip. Gerald 
Meath's head \sas benC far back, like Omar’s in the long grass, and 
hU'od like Omar’s was stinging his nostrils. His neck was cracking, 
riic damned Arab jigged before his vision. He wondered, wirto life 
buzzing its way out of him, whether Omar could drag him, an 
unbeliever, to some Mohammedan hell. . . . 

Then he was free. Tree with Trcnchard limp in his grip and 
h.anging a dead weight from his hands. A species ot delirium seized 
ticrald Slcjth then. Somebody was filling the chamber with ringing 
laughter, somebody blind with blivid and widi limbs turned to 
water. He knew it to be himself, standing by some means uprigfit 
against the wall, with what seemed a broken neck, but he coxUd not 
s op. And suddenly, with an insane strength, he picked up Trcnchard 
and croaked : 

■■ W^iere’s Suleiman’s coffin, Cousin •■Man ? Where is it ? ” 

He '•.1W it througli a red veil, a deep bronze chest, with ihc^ lid 
open, and dropped Trcnchard into it. The body fell limply- ihc 
Jul ekinged down, shaking verdigris flakes. 

U nconsciousness mu't have come upon him, in the middle oi 
the laughter, that st.irted off again. \X'hcn he came-to, he was lying 
on the stone floor, stiff with clotted wounds. He glimpsed (he 
black epe’s hindquarters at the top of the steps as it again scurried 
away at tlic movement he made. The sun in the mosque above, 
when, with definire weakness and weariness ho crawled into it, was 
wliiie hot and vibrant with insects and humming birds. But me 
mosque of Suleiman slept in the ‘un as it had slept in the dawn- 
In the undergrowth he found his automatic. He grinned is 

tunedly at it. “ i’ 

" Cleaner tliis would iiavc been. But he insisted. Hicn : i ve 

A deep shudder passed tlirougli liim. Some thought "’“"C him 
descend die steps of the tomb again and stare 
with its carved and discoloured iKacocks and 

^wLh- 

T^t^vavld^dr^kenl'rto his feet, and througli the ^ 

li'tle grccri rise of ground, surrounded by neat gardens, caught sight 

of a large bamboo bungalow. the 

Tv o hialav servants came laughing and chatiermg 
bungalow. He crouched behind a plantain till out 

to where the lagoon shimmered like a turquoise. h 

on thriow verandah of the bungalow, a woman had come. Mie 
Mood with 3 white arm resting on the rail, scanning the distant beach. 

It was Karcisa del Agramonte. 
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C H A P I H R T W 1-. N i' Y 

OMAR’S B):AU0 DOLSN'r SilCK UP 

Sleath contiuucd to watch the ligurc ofNarci^a where «;he stood up" » 
the flower-embowered verandah. The uncxpcctcti sighr of Ramon 
del Agramonte’s widow made him suspect for a minute that liis brain 
still wandered in the exhausii»>n which hod followed that terrible 
struggle in the mosque of Suleiman. Hut that pa.ssed. 

Narcisa stirred from her still pose, turned, pulled cIobc tlic honev- 
colourcd shawl which lay on the white flesh of her shoulders and 
passed into the house again. 

Slcadi smiled wearily. Briefly he could guess wliat had happened 
on Manila. Trcncliard had slipped out of Lula Ling’s Iiands into 
the muc-h s^tcr ones of Narcisa del Agramontc. That was all that 
mattered.^ . pen that didn t matter much with Trcnchard safe in 
S^ciman s bronze A double widow, if slightly imoincial in 

one cace, thought Slcath, though she did not know it. He felt li'ce 
a barred-out panther, hiding there and watching. .^ clock witliir 
the bungalow chttned. He remembcrc;! that he liad an important 
appointment with Henry Marlowe that evening. . . . 

bungalow. Hc I'nUM wi-*)) .-.ml 

laughing past him there seemed nobody save the Sn -^ ^ 

was no sound but the hearTdruinminff There 

closed door of the room" body. At the 

with his hand on the cool metal of hi« 


a uemor. “ “ pause, without 

in the^wars/'*^ Slcath? You look damaged. I gtic;;; yvou'vc been 

It may 17 obvilTu ' to 'S Narcisa. 

moke afiLbIrorie buna to 

, “ If replied SCh' «>* >ny staff 

brandy In this room get (t formic." ® '* «ny 

She looked 7t andb^*^’” Narcisa. 

hsBom grace, as though the eW with 

IF-S ? = »n;« s~= ste 

<cU die strength 
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“ 1 want clotiics anJ a wash, and then two of vour servants to carry 
something down to the beach for me." 

tondder tlic house yours, Mr. Sleath," answered Narcisa 
island, too, unless Alan Trenchard objects.” 

*• Trenchard ? Don’t you think he might be open to a little mild 
blackmail? I’ll confess that ^ for one, was a little taken aback to 
find a lovely lady installed in Cousin Alan’s bungalow on Ten 
Peacocks so soon after his honeymoon. You’d be surprised at the 
Puritan streak there is among the Islands, quite aparr from the 
missionaries.’’ 

Narcisa's eyes danced. 

‘‘ I’m sure you’re a Puritan, Mr. Sleath,” she said carelessly. 
” .\n Knglish Watch Committee or a Middle West deacon has 
nothing on you. Will you take another drink, before you follow me 
round with your pistol, while I find some of Alan’s clothes for you ? ” 
She refilled the slender glass a little mockingly, admirably cool 
and resigned to the situation. With a lirtlc reckless gesture, she 
offered Sleath the glass, standing so close that he felt her fragrance 
and saw the hush that ran like a light beneath the skin of her throat. 
As he t(xik it, Narcisa struck with the hand that glided from beneath 
her shawl, but he was ready. He jerked aside and the blade went 
deep into the back of the chair. In an instant he was on his feet 
and tlicy were locked, struggling for the knife. If Sleath had wished, 
he could have shot the beautiful creature like a dog. But it was 
easier to pluck the weapon from her h.and and drive a swinging blow 

at the white temple with the hilt of it. 

Sleath looked down. His face was thin and impassive a.s he 
listened for a moment. No sound came from the house. AircaUy 
he had noticed a curtained doorway at the end of the roonv Opening 
it, he saw that it was a woman’s chamber, faintly perfumed and 
furnished daintily. He caught up the unconsaous figure and, 
carrying it inside, laid it on the bed. 

There was a dew of sweat on his forehead when he passed oi^ and 
locked the door. Swift movement came to him. He found Pren- 
chard’s room, stripped, washed, changed. A quarter chuned from 
the clock in the bungalow when he stood before the glass in a suit 
of yellow pongee, leggings and sun helmet. 

“ Thcj^ll take me for Trenchard at a distance, by Jove ' 

It was with a renewed sense of adventure that Gerald Sleath went 
out into the sunlight again. He was fiercely e^thijaraied now. Only 
his body ached and he limped a little till the stiffnws w'ore on. a 
he walked through the tropical shade, with now and ° 
blue sea through the leaves and now and then the minaret of the 
mosque against the blinding light of the sky, he thou^t of the 

oppointmemt he had made with Henn^ Marlowe ‘^J^SfuSy 
TlS head went back and he laughed. He meant to keep it faiihfuUy. 

Each moment, Gerald Sleath knew, Fate mighi betray him and 
drive him in hasty flight to the motor-boat, which was moored in 
fhTlagrn Let Omaf’s beard stick up a little Irom aie long grass 
nnd ufe whole island would be astir. There was a little pcarhng prau 
rhe lacoon and its crew were gazing curiously at the strange 
aunch tb^. roH.‘ inside it as thev plided seawards Then ^ ‘ ht 

sight of bis figure and were apparently reassured that their mos^ 
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knew ilic reason of its presence. I'rcnchard . . . locked in Sulei- 
man s bronze coffin and dead as Suleiman liim'-clf. . . . 

He had reached the crumbled outer walls oi the mosque and s»o. d 
knee-deep in grass, staring at the silent stone and the ilark doorwav, 
which had the Iwk of a hole in a giant eggshell. He hesitated. 
1 here were two Gerald SIcaihs within him at that moment. One 
which told him he had flung his enemy, strangled, into .1 bronze 
DON with a clasp like a mantnp and could widely get back to the 
Maraquita ; a scTOnd, full ol dark laughter, which had planned 11 
satiric joke and wished to carry it out. 

A glance .seawards showed the tawny sail of the pearling prau 
mtlc out, heeling round the southerly horn of the bav. There were 
he the beach, recognizable us the tw'o servant boys 

he h.rd seen before. I hey came running towards the mosque 

treS ^ "k ^‘Sht of his sun helmet among^lie 

^ bade us find you and icl! you,” 

Quici> fooU. c;jlled Slcath from the dimness. Can n boir 

"ork“™r%o™ ^ 1 

asIcTaw ■ 


Bui waste no time." s . I go down to the boat and wait. 

CHAPTER T W ’ E X T - O \T n 

typhoon 

"“S’' "“T' "" Ka,u 

breeches and <unie, sat af ^Se head of ,L tah e i" 

o» her hair. At that hour, when the ’ bmnlight 

the Islands fell, she Uked to thiS of r«!?l mysterious night oi 
the Iricndly EngUsh sunlight It mTdTs^^ her cottage door in 

mumsic's snake ring on it, uTOn the ta^?e ckI band, with 

8 W go to it and glide aw^ "gahi Marlowe's 

when you fi^st^ S^t^on^*d^s ** behaviour 

seen it before ? » ^ ‘ tell me if you’ve cvci- 

from thc'iSl^ I Your*’m**!h*' ^ diflFcreni 

W f„ “conTor x^htf^ d^r 'sU' 

^btre. my dear, you tread a linie heavily „„ „,d bruises. Yes, 
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Amabel had a ring not unlike that.” He paused, his fingers twirling 
his glass stem, face downbent. “ My dear, I never mentioned it. 
I shall never mention it again. I worshipped Amabel. But she let 
another man take her from me. So you understand now why even 
that ring troubles me.” 

“ I’m sorry ! ” murmured Clare. 

Over her came a sense of suffocation. Jt was h.ard to sit there, 
knowing he was her father, this smooth, unworthy liar. Clare believed 
Henry Marlowe to bo both coward and poisoner. For all that, 
she wanted desperately to search for some spark of goodness in him, 
to give him a chance. He knew that snake ring. Since she was so 
much like her mother, he must be almost certain that she was his 
daughter. He must know that mumsie had put her deliberately 
in his path. But he turned his face away fropi it. . . . Why ? With 
another man, it might have been shame, a resolution that the girl 
who saw his soiled soul so clearly, .should never know she was im 
daughter. But Clare guessed that his purpose lay much deeper, bne 
sighed and, before she knew it, felt very lonely. ^ ^ 

“ If I did chance to be your genuine daughter by one ot tnose 
mai-vcllous chances that might happen once in a million times — 
she faltered a little— “ it would make rather a difference, especially 
if Man were alive, wouldn’t it ? ” _ , i 

She turned her face- unaccouniab^ blurred, from 
did not see the cold hatred and defeat that passed like a ^haco.. 
across Henry Marlowe. He could feel like that when she Jc^c^l 
w 'w thoueh when 5*hc looked at him he felt cowed. The slm , 
wistful girl before him liad taken his schemes in her " 

IhcTone by one. With Trenchard alive, at the "l*; 

some old pensioner tolerated so long as he behaved h^self. Ui 
Traichard dead, he would be stiU more under the firm steel ot h.r 

nn<»er^ Henry Marlowe saw' it dearly* . . 

" Tall fan^s. Tm afraid, child,- he answered, both of them. 

Wc-U no, boggle with of Ihc meal they 

It w.as useless, thought Clare, lor me rest o 

were both silent. Clare, when hnishe , ^ ^ super-woman, 

long tension was beginning S ^ith her firm mouth 

though when she studied herself in the mir . NVj 

and hard, alert eyes, she ‘f,*'llrrwWrI^o hear whet^^ 

would she remain a voluntary prisoner the • . Slcaih, waiting 

Alan was dead or alive, waiting for some attack oy o 

for she knew not what catastrophe ? Henry Morlowc 

She took out Uic little Browning r«stol which i-icny 
had civen her and, for some occupation, began 
the hanging lamp- As she poofstcpTwcrc drawing near 

“i r hfu^ “m c&sfof one of 

,oSd ulc oifsllic“^'F| a o, nvo of ^oh.«er .d 

si-c stopped .gam. and, 

raising her hand, extinguished t.ie light. ^ ^ 
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It left darkness, sas'C for the glow of moonlight bchinJ the curt.iincJ 
window. The footsteps in the garden below had grown nearer and 
louder. As Clare pulled the curtain gently aside and looked out, she 
saw that Henry Marlowe stood in the moonlight, with the yellow 
radiance of the open door\\ ay behind him. From the bushes of th * 
path two men became visible. With an overwhelming sense of 
treachery, Clare recognized Gerald Sleath and Ca-sar Lorenquo. 
bag of truce, Marlowe, remember! ’* came SIcath’s voice. 

Hap of truce it is,” Marlowe answered in a lower key. And 
then amazement came into his voice— “ Hut what the devil have v. 

Jhere ? Not gifts of gold and frankincense ? ” 

« ^2lay seamen carried something slung upon 

Ld for " long, bronze^hcst, 

SlcJh rveS'^h.h- verandah I'hn 

eve flaris 'n^iant, and she saw his li\ e 

® laughed and gave Marlowe no answer, 
there was complete silence for a moment In ih-' middle of it 

e^fTuoS ""I, into wMch'i^c tel; 

along sS .hc co,!^y walk TJi 

-rnrt?e?rl:rstrcn"^ 

The purple ct^ener u a«'ny- 

verandah roof in s^afew ^BuT^'even^^ weight, and she gained the 

reach the ornamental eSumn by whfehshe^u^^^^ 

It became evident that HenrJ Marlowf 

on the verandah immediately ^neathZr his visitors 

ants had eaten in the cane-LH?nff «f^l: which 

see and hear them. It was Sleuth verandah roof, she could 

voice thS? differed cSrio*li ^omhu“''"«/" 

The game’s auitf* finick^i ki < from his usual cold tones, 

to understand. IVe takcn^^Iot'^f^lroi hi * you're beginning 

never staged a conjurSfac? hke iL? you. I've 

^rsed with a sense of huLur th« 'i "kT^' 

Not yet, though.” numour that II be my undoing someday. 

What’s in it ? ” 

\roiS*?ofltr^°CUre T ooh'S^^ *.“fcinaied gaze at the carved 

she would remember w^S afterwards 

she knell ^ ® ^^shed scent 

the chest, and^ C^^a'TLormqlJ? was ^arSr distance from 

, you want an oflfer from «,!/ . away as he could eet 

thts is a famUy affair, as the’DSmh^!L!i' all, 

Clare is Cousin Alan’s widSw^ and Miss 

wioou. Be quiet, man ! Do you think I’m 
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ninunJcring f t .t'.ir here is deeply in love with Abn Trenchard’s 
wid» w. He wjNiild make a very suitable husband for licr. I’m sure. 
1 hat to stare with. What do you say ? ” 

Lorei>,)uo ? ’ — .Marlowe’s chair creaked. Clare closed her eyes 
with a List wild hope for what grain of goodness might still He in 
llcnr>- .Marlowe’s immortal soul, bhc did not see him nod slowly, 
but h. jr.l Slcath’s voice again. 

Vcr>' QOo»,l. marriage is arranged, eh? I shall be content 
with the title anv.! pt"-scssions of rajah. It will amuse me for a little 
while, poihap . ^’ou will obscr\’C, .Marlowe, that your daughter, 
married to a h.;lt-ca$ie — pardon me, Caesar. A mere legal term in 
this instance — ce.T-cs to be Ranee. The Dutchmen are dow’n on 
that son of thing. Brown sultans or white rajahs they don’t mind. 
But the — cr — b.'ippv medium — is forbidden.” 

” ^'ou’rc a born devil,” said Henry .Marlowe, slowly. “ But I 
agree. 1 leave it to you to persuade Clare. I shall take a handsome 
present .ind clear out. Now, what about Trcnchard? Have you 
proof that he’s dead ? ” 

“ Complete proof,” answered SIcath. 

His IcKsk clitteied to the chest, and .Marlowe half rose from his 
cliair. (^v<ar I.orenquo made the only sound as he gulped his glass 
empty and knocked it down upon the table. Gerald Sle.ath stood up. 

“ If w j blew the lock, would the sound bring dowm .Miss Clare ? ’’ 
he a'kcd. ■’ Shi'rt of a sledge-hammer, I’m afraid it’s the only way.” 

( l.’rc moved her lilT muscles. Someway, she threw off the cold- 
cnchaatmeni which held her there against her will, and when next 
die knew, she wa-. ilown from the verandah roof and in the garden, 
•.sjlking blindly down to the lights of Kalu. Escape. That was 
the only thing. It did rot matter where to. But she must leave 
Rajah D.ivid’s hou-.e, which had become a place of tear, as tar as 

possible behind. _ 

Pic^onily she was running, her breath coming in deep gasps. I hat 
lasted until reached the little watcr-lront and the sound of a 
ukelolc ill Joe Sang’s cafe reached her ears. There she paused, under 
a rustling vani'la tree, and looked at the dark beach and scattcrecl 
lights with eyes th.at di^l not sec them. . , r , 

I-ar beyond Kalu point there was lightning and a rumble ot ihurmer 
<'Ut to sea. The palms alxmt the watcr-tront had turned still, in 
air had a dry, hot prickle lo it. The beat of the surf on the rea 'vas 
like long, sullen tucks of a ilrum. Clare found hcrsclt standing s 
tlic little private quay the Rajah had built for himself. 1 here wms 
pale unlichtcd hull moored to it — .Alan s own launch. ... »» 

She w(mdercd, vaguely, whether she could reach Batavia in it. it 
was nor one of the small launches which were the private runabouts 
and taxi-cabs of the white men il the Islands, but a pouerfuMy 
engined forty-footer. From Batavia, she coul^^sct a 
home and little mumsie. Only much later did Clare rcaluc tha 
she wns barely sane in ihat hour to Jrcam such things. 

The petrel-gauge diowcd a full tank. , 

as she switched it on. It svas five hundred miles to Batavia, 
might meet a Dutch mail-boat in the Macassar Straits,, or taKC 
refuge on some friendly island which knew the name ot Rajah Da' a. 
Anything. Hut Clare told herself with unnatural calm she couia 

not ^tiiy uii Kalu. 
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The first crash of thunder came as she threw off the last mooring: 
rope and the launch throbbed to the opening of the lagoon. Ihit th .• 
air remained still and sulphurous. A coppery glow spread behinil 
Kalu. Had Clare known whar that portended she might have 
hesitated, even at that juncture. Rut, in a minute, she was out on 
,the still, oily sea, with no illumination save the pliosphorcsccnt glow 
of tlic wake and the twinkle of the binnacle. 

Between the thunder crashes, it w.is very silent, .at first. Then, 
far on the horizon came a low moaning. Kalu died away behind iii 
blackness. Lightning split the whole sky and was swept av.ay in 
nickering ribbons by a wind that laid the sea fiat and white. 

It was a typhoon. Clare hung on to the wheel while it caught 
the launch and seemed to lift it out of the water. She was deatened 
drenched and blinded, but, though she thought her last hour had 
come, she felt hardly frightened. The storm-fiend might sink her, 
buMt was carrying her away from Kalu, she told herself. 

ihc whwl kicked in her hands and she curbed it with stifTened 

typhoon carried her craft between its teeth and 
lightnings. Once, in the glare, she glimpsed 
the tortured coco palms of some island, but they flaslicd past, 'riic 
wind slackened a little, and the sea began to rise. 

„■}} "hite-fleckcd mountains. Sometimes the launch 

uas poised on the crest with engines racing, tlicn it was runninp 
down a shining slope. Sometimes it flicked over the summits some? 
imes It plunged deep and came trembling out of warm, wet blackness 
Clare lost count of time in that grim struggle to keco the Hunch 


bO. 

no* 


?'■ eyelid. 

greater than she knew, and Clare^ w^q^I, ^ spirit and body was 
Only the fact that it was placid?moonli?hi ^^^c^hing point, 
hope that she might weather tliai ?rdSl ?•" of 

jhele hopey^oop ,^eh,. ^TAe’e &^ra"pd“l '.’’obSS 

'"li? “p"* o'? exSis'lTop'’'®'' “"e 

bird ip“S? flSldVof'lhr^l^^ ° 

The lappch rode ip Ure Ugoop/l'^Are glipuper op p pprpie poo,. 
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h; noaili i)ic bliiiJiTic 'un. UnJ.r titc iTn>or-I:g!'.:, Ciarw' hiid ibund the 
I'pening ynd slid into it without diHicuIty. The very force of the 


sac a, db corny as no uouot ncr momcr s 

ottage smiggkd on the far-away marshes. TTicrc was a little smoke 
irom one of the .hininev'. It made her catch her breath to sec 
-uch things. W'iicn at length she ascended the steps of the vcrand.ih, 
'he was trembling. 

“ Come in'ide, olcasc," a voice said. 

“You!” 

She liad all hut forgotten the Spanish girl of .Manila. Now, as 
Nareisa del Ai^ramonie stood looking at her with opal eyes, she 
remembered it all. 

“ Why arc you here ? ” 

” I miglit ask you the same question. Won’t you sit down ? ” 
Clare pa.ssed a hand across her eyes. ' She felt no match for a 
bcautiiul woman who was so fresh and fragrant as this one. No wonder 
.^lan had stayed with her in Manila and brought her to Ten Peacocks. 

Oh, listen ! *’ Her control bmke for a moment. “ They brought 
— that man Slcaili brought — something to Kalu last night. I licard 

him say ” ^ ... 

•• Don’t ! '* s.iid Narcisa del Agr.iniontc sliarply. “ Do you think 

I don’t know ? ” .. . . i. 

She sat down in a chair. There was a touch of desperation about 
l;cr. ^■cl her voice came almc'st calmly. 

■' We're in the same boat, Clare .Marlowe — if that .s y«)ur ^me. 
There’s a monster in those Islands. It has a white si in mostly. 1 
think its other name is .Slcath. He came yesterday and he and Alan 
fougiit in th.ni old moHue. It was the sort ol fight tliat women 
only have bad dreams about. Slcath won. ... He came here 
afterwards and — kn<x:ked me dumb.” It was strange to hear tire 
wortls on Karcisa’s Ups. “ Me got nvo of the boys to carry the chest 

down to his boat ” She broke o(f and Icol^d away. 

•* Let us go outside,'’ said Karcisa, taking Clare by the shoulder. 
“ This house stifles me. I've been here alone all night. . , 

“ And I’ve been out in the typhoon. You cau tell by the loo.t or 

h ‘'secmc^i'’io Chre that Narcisa was on the verge of l'y^u;ria» so 
long as they remained in the shadow of the bungalow. But when 
they were clear, the Spanisli girl turned with a long und cunous 

regard, her colour returning. ... 

“ Did you love him ? ” she asked slcwiy. _ 

“ I was his wife.” Clare forced a challenge into her voice, but it 
failed. “ Yes, I loved him. Docs it matter to you ? 

A little bit. VCc needn’t pretend. It’s strange. It was 
adventure you came upon, wasn’t it ? He found out that you we w 
Clare Marlowe. Ho told me all about it — of course. 

Clare winced. Yet she told hcrseil numbly Alan inust hav® tov®‘! 

Narcisa. In his biiicrncss, if not before., “ On the rebound, pwpk 

called it. She began to feel a touch ot torment at the sight ot me 
girl on Ten Peacocks. Alan’s Island. Hers now- 

•' It chances that I am Clare Marlowe, really and truly. Does that 
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matter eitlicr — to you? I'm Clare TrcneliarJ now, aiiU iliib plriv..- 
belongs to me.” 

Narcisa bit her lip. Then she smiled and -hook her dark hc.id. 

“ Not good enough. I loved Alan and he loved me. Dj* you get 
that ? I tliink you’d better go away from here. 1 bri>ughi you aw.iy 
Irom the bungalow to tell you that. U wouldn’t have seemed 
hospitable there, or rcspcctlul to his memory. Alan knew how 
Rajah Dovid died.” 

Clare drew a deep breath. It was m.ui, two women standing light - 
mg in the sunshine of Ten Peacocks over the love of a man wln> w r. 
dead. 

He guessed 11 was — my father ? ” 

He knew it was you. I said there was no use pretending ” 

The words came blade-sharp. Narcisa Laughed. Yet it sounded 
somehow piuful. Then Cbrc, staring at her widiout compreIicnsi»in 
saw that she was looking in Uic direction of the bungalow, at a m tii 
who emerged (rom ir. 


CHAPTER TWENTY- 'I' W O 

OPEN SESAME 

biSnc^ mumbo-iumbn 

The effort on Henry Marlowe’s part to keep his manner mcrclv 
cuuoii^s was manifest. His glance of careless arauseroait at the coffer 
of Suleiman, where it shone dully and inscrutably ben^th ti e 

Rajah David’s verandah, was only partially succcs^- 
^‘>mcthing ferodous about the calm of Gerald Slcjih 
at that moment which appalled him, for all his toughness The min 

Sr 

dew glisjcncd „„ h,s 

"’‘fh ? There are two old Chinese locks md u i 

like jolly mantraps.” v-uim.ii. iocks, and they re both 

You permit it, Marlowe ^ ” 

cisar''?S Sic' srl^if Colt'^wUh* performance.” 

weapon barked twic^nio?rch of t^S^ 

down the lid. ” ^ iocks which clamped 

hard to 


got 


odd miogJing of trium^ distorted witl: 

describe^‘4ou onuTced^o ^ han 

The halTcaL fonv'Sd 'T”-"- 

fi-igers at bis chinf mokins n staring into it with his 

:; Go_ and I iSuTn.” 

here." There’s nothing doing. He’s not 
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“Not there, you damned bat?” 

A single giggle of laughter broke from Lorenquo before he bit it 
off. Slcaih had jumped forward from his chair, and Marlowe 
followed him. There was nothing visible in Suleiman’s coffin save 
several pieces of sacking neatly packed about a litter of stones and 
rubble, and filled in with dirt and soil. 

It was Henry Marlowe who broke a long silence. He said : 

“ The best-laid schemes of mice and men seem to have ganged 
a-gley on this occasion, Slcath. It’s a contoundedly old trick, too. 
■^’ou’il find it in St. Matthew, I believe. Well, well ! ” 

He turned and, walking back to the table, helped himself with 
deliberation from the decanter. But the slow movements gave no 
clue to his thoughts, which were moving like lighming. When he 
had sent the note to tlie Mara^itiia, he had believed Alan Trenchard 
to be as dead as a man could be, somewhere in ManiLa, and it lay 
only with him to treat with the enemy and obtain the best terms 
possible. ... It came upon him now with an overwhelming 
certainty that Trenchard must be alive, and the plot of the drama 
had failed completely. Somewhere, Trenchard, a living man, held 
the ace in his hands, and might play it at any moment. Henry 
Marlowe could hardly say when the almost sure belief had gained 
on him that Amabel was still in the world, and had purposely sent 
her daughter to him. He hardly worried. It had left him untouched, 
save disagreeably. He was frightened of Clare. But if Trenched 
came back and found there had, after all, been no deception, then 
he preferred Clare’s mercy and generosity to Gerald Slcath s. ric 
thanked God for an agile mind. 

“What happened, do you think? That is, if your imagination 

isn’t playing pranks.” . . -ru/. 

“ I’ve no theory. I never was a theorist, answered Sleath. Ihe 

livid tint svas dying away from him slowly. He was beginning to 

watch Henry Marlowe. . u- i- «« if Un. .vac 

“ He got out,” said Lorenquo, moistemng his lips. it nc was 

ever put in.” , . j, •!« 

Sleath sent his lieutenant a brilliant and deadly smile. 

“ I put him in, Ca:sar, my friend. I remember 

so. I’m sure there was no mistake. But, as you remark, he got out. 

Henry Marlowe lowered his eyelids. 

“ You must have taken a fearful amount of trouble, an 

original notion, too, to bring him along here *0 /how me. Hang ib 
it beats the Count of Monte Cristo hoUow. WeU, flag of tr^ 
still remains, I suppose. But now there s 

daughter, I guess I’d better fetch her down to take part m the 

‘^‘Th” TtUlncss of impending storm lay about Rajah 

It flickered in the sky and made the noung garden jump ^ 

every now and again, with every frond and every petal as still as a 

painted picture. . e 

Quite likely (Marlowe pondered for a 

Lorenquo’s pistol had sent Clare to the M sffi’s 

her to discover that it was locked, even if she had not heard Sloths 
arrival. li had brought the servants, but he had waved them bac 
How to explain it to Clare ? 
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“ Trcnchard alive will be sufiicicnt. W'omcn lake the cash in 
hand and leave the rest.” 

He was strung up to a calmness he had noi felt for davs. l-Iag oi 
truce ! M^owe smiled at the phro'^e as he trod the wide stairs 
sjicntiy. It Clare took his advice she would cipturc them both there 
and then : the hoodwinked tiger and his iaekal. There were ennuch 
^med servants about the house to make any resistance useless. 

^ *0 Clare had become ur.viucstii'ning. . 

there was no answer to his knock oh rite door. He nut in the kev 
and gently turned it. ‘ ^ 

apology. But, 

at the sight of the empty room and the open window his limbs 

he looked out. It was black dark, a darkness 
made out of sulphur, but m the light fro.-n the room he saw a snrinklc 

“ God ! Perhaps she heard ' * 

rafishrabnc."'The'ai^^^ or co'ward'iy‘'^5n^^t'l,U 

him in perspiration Should and each step batlicJ 

behind The insuhict of iSeht ■ 

fn'fa'ilt?rat‘’th3t*' mIX-m as^h'mself" filled^' h' 'h'"’ 


i»ui, 'iuaaenIVv he cano^r ^ ^ nis DurDo<;c. 

leaned against the chimney ctsmcr^^lt^ shining metal that 
spornng nfle which he had ulaced thnr^ I calibre 

ao‘^ckfirt3d 

luck but not as violcn’tly as 


So 
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V’lien his eye had travelled down the sights, he saw that the hot 
moisture of the rotim had misted the windows, so that, though it 
did not hide the" glow of the verandah, its two occupants were not 
clearly visible. It made him lower the barrel and take out his hand- 
kerchief to clear the glass carefully. Then, again, he snuggled the 
stock to his shoulder and felt for the trigger. 

“ No use, Marlowe ! ” spoke a voice in the darkness by his side. 

W'ith something like a scream, Henry Marlowe jumped to his 
feet and the gun crashed to the floor. He saw, for an instant, the 
glass of Slcath's eye gleam like a diamond in the glow from tlic 
window. 

I'car came and strangled him. It was like nothing he had ever 
experienced before, as Uiough his nerves shrivelled within him under 
some galvanic current. The door tdre open as tlie other occup.ant 
of the room clutched him from behind. He was out on the verandah 
in a quivering haze of lightning that showed him Lorenquo waiting 
there. 

He drove at the half-caste, who, with a cough, sprawled over. 
He was poised on the verandah rail, with his flesh creeping at the 
mark he must make. He had crashed down into the undergrowth 
and was running through grass that hid him and leaves that cut. 
Noi down to Kalu. That wjry they would catch him. But rnto 
the dark jungle, which stretched up away from Rajah David’s house 
into the very heart of the island. 

The lightning was like a volley of searchlights that played now. 
He cursed it with tiglit lips because it would show him up. Wheeling, 
he thought he saw a pursuing figure and redoubled bis pace. * 
was a low moaning sound somewhere and then great blinding bioos 
t>f rain. In the lightning, Henry Marlowe looked up and through 
the trees saw the hilltop where Rajah David lay, looking ou 


upon Kalu. ... r .i. . 

A kind of frenzy seized liim. He must get away from that, as 
from Sleath, from Cdare, from Trcnchard ; even if he must hide in 
the middle of the jungle. He squelched deep into a morass ana 
stumbled out of it into a nest of some giant insects. He could leci 
them over him, but the rain, falling in solid sheets, crashing through 
the trees overhead like a burst reservoir, washed them ott. . . . 
manner of pursuing sounds were behind him. That long 
sound was nearer, and it broke with the howl of devils all 
him, bending the trees, sending him flat in the grass for a moment. 
Typhoon. But that was better than Sleath. . . • 


CHAPTER TWENTY -THREE 

lovers’ meeting 

Tke beach of Ten Peacocks with the sweet salt wind blowing over 
it and the white spray booming softly on the reef, glowed u«Jer Jjot 
sunshine about Clare and Narcisa del Agramontc. The tuo gir 
were- the only figures visible by the ^goon shore. But w b^n Namisa 

turned to look in the direction of the bungalow, and Clare beJween 
licr gaze, a man was to be seen, swinging down the path between 

the plantains towards them. 

“ Who is that ? Tell me, quickly ! 
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There was no need to ask. Sleatli, with his bronze box, had lied. 
Narcisa had lied. Ever>’ihing had lied. Alan was not dead. He 
stood bolt-still at the sight of her, then began to approach. 

“Alan ! ” She look a step or two, and then stopped at somethntg 
in his expression. His eyes were those of a stranger as they rested 
upon her. It made her falter. “ Sleath said you were — not alive. 

He brought a chest to the house on Kalu last night ” 

She could only look at him dumbly, without going on .^ny further. 
And then she looked at the Spanish girl, who stood, with a hand at 
her hip, pale and silent, and Clare thought she understood. 

“ It didn’t come off, as you see,” said Trcnch.ard, speaking slowly. 
I hoodwinked him, obviously W'hat are you doing here ? It was 
a shock to see you.” 

“ I couldn’t help myself. The typhoon brought me, last night, after 
I ran away. 

A deserter ? Trcnchard smiled tainilv. Clare began to see 
that he was as damaged as Sleath had been, 'and had a look of deep 
exhaustjon. But his smile was that of a man alert for any sort of 
lies and deception. Thai of a stranger. . . . 

“ Not exactly a runaway. There’s a difference. Alan. I think 
there s a great lot for us both to cxpLiin, if you think it’s worth 
while Ictnrjg me stay here a little while. I set out to get to Batavia, 
It I could, but 1 got here instead. Have 1 said that before ? Perhaps 
you mean me to stand here and — and sav my piece before Senora 

benveom^^”^’ that—ihat there’s nothing left 

nJhZ intolerable. A black band was pressing 

^ to it and felt 

herself swaying in vain to keep her balance. 

***** 

« <^"uch in a cool 

- ev,!^ *P‘f**« her mouth. 

She s all right now,” said Narcisa’s voice. The cirl’s oval fnr.. 

wlJn’sTOicc. ' “f That 

Alan sat in a chair across the 

ca;' hsTcn^l’tS^I;' • 

was dead. “ It chStek^that I^rf H manner 

It must sound .ui^SeSe? 
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•Jead, made me answer that ad%-crtiseraent without teJliog me the 
• ruth. She wanted to give me back to my father, I suppose. . . . 
1 VC a iroin her, but I can’t produce it liere as proof because I 
iLii It at KaJu. It s rather like being virtuous by accident after tlie 
Sin IS iound out. But I’m Henry Marlowe’s daughter, just as 

the Raiah believed. I never told him. I’m not very proud of my 
lather.” ^ 

i here was a pause. Trcnchard made a polite gesture. 

” It docs sound incredible, as you remark,” he said, “ though 
in the Islands a Jot of amazing things happen which wouldn’t be 
believed in Lxindon, and vice z'crsa." 

Clare remained dumb. She watched a cluster of bright humming- 
birds dart in and out of some trumpet flowers at the window. In 
his eyes she was a ready but competent liar ; the kind of woman 
who would lie to liie last to get out of a corner. After a minute 
she said ; 

■* Go on. It’s your turn now,” 

” The next item on the agenda,” said Trcnchard harshly, “ is the 
poisoning of Rajali David.” 

Clare's breath came sharply. 

That ! ” 

I was 3 damned fool that night. I'm speaking about the night 
before we were married, when I came into your room and found 
you and tliat Chinese woman with the Rajah’s goblet. But how was 
I to know ? How could I. Clare ? ” Her name came from him to 
indicate that she was anything more than a sirauger and an enemy, 
for the first time. “ I was blind and infatuated. I thought you 
were — everything good. You look it now, by heaven. That’s one 
of the infernal advantages you have.” 

” Do you mc;m you think it was I who hired Lula Ling to do it ? ” 
She was on her feet, gazing down at him, with understanding coming 
only slowly, 

'• There was poison in ilvat goblet that night, wasn’t there ? ” 
Clare nodded. 

“ Yes, I found her putting it in and she let it fall when I inter- 
rupted her. Alan, how could I ? He’d been so kind and got^ to 
me. Infinitely kinder than Henry Marlowe. I couldn't 1 1 di^’t ! ” 
Trcncliard made a sharp movement. He, too, was on his feet, 
with a hope surging through him that died as it was born. 

“ You’ve broken with .Marlowe, then ? So you don’t mind putting 
it on him. I understand. Don't worry. I’m ready to believe he s 
as guilty as you are.” 

Clare looked out of tlie window again. Once she had thought 
Ten Peacock.> lovely. She knew now fliat it was like a briglitly- 
colourcd lizard, p»>isc)nous and cruel. The whole East w'as that, for 
her, and she wanted only to hide it from somewhere. . , . 

It you didn’t, who did > Toll me that ! ” She found that he 
bad caught her wrist. 

” Does it matter ? I might say it was my father. I might even 
say it was Gerald Slcaih. But you wouldn t believe me. Arc jou 
going to take me back to Kalu and hang me, as soon as order is 
restored, Alan?” 

She forced a smile and Trencliard turned away. He could not 
bear to look at rke mi'tv' golden head against that sunlight. It looked 
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SO terribly lonely. There had always been death in the I'-l.ands. 
Bur this was a little more than death. ... On the verandah, 
Narcisa’s shadow passed and Clare looked up. 

“ She’s very beautiful. 1 said that in Manila, divln’t I ? 1 don’t 
blame you, Alan.” 

” She’s been very kind and a good pal. I shouldn’t be alive now 
but for her. I owe her more than any other woman in the world — in 
gratitude.” 

“ Are you going back to Manila or will you take her to Kulu ? ” 

“ I know. We haven’t decided.” 'I'rfcnchifrd’s smile was 

stony. “ Don’t you think it would be more lit to concern yourself 
about your personal fate ? You’re a prist>ner of war. You’ve walkoil 
into the enemy camp and surrendered. Clare. You’re going to be 
kept here out of further mischief, now you’ve come. You under- 
stand ? ” 

* * • ♦ » 


Alan Trcnchard walked thoughtfully along the tangled poi)i wliich 
led to Suleiman s mosque when he left the house. 

Clare! He wondered why she had come to Ten Peacock^ 
During the gum tension of the days when he had waited to dcct>v 
Gerald Slcatli there, he thought he had succeeded in forgcitinc her 
rhere had been Narcisa and the oath of retribution he had taken 

SIcath, an Eastern joke— 

fil^ Islands might have played in 

the when Rajah David was younsj. 

He limped yet and there were dark bruises at his throat. Trcnchard 

uncon^ClOus when his opponent had flung him 
into .Suleimans coffin. Perhaps what still remained of Lul.i Line's 
drug iri his system had caused the strength to run out of him suddenfv 
whiTe leaving h.m conscious. If Sleath had waited m^uceze a 

llli !>««« another tale to tell. B^ut when 

^ It^ld *^" 1 ®*^* remained wiUi him. 

It had been simple— simple as a conjuror’s trick, once exnl'^in^i 

The bronze chest had been an outer shell of the original casket which 

Suleiman had lam in. Suleiman the Bloody had been content tS 

his earthly dust should be locked up after death but for lus soul to 

combat. But Sleath did not /ir.i™ enemy could coniinue the 
and Hopped on thS frightened t^s 

ti^ulously as he spoke d>eir recovered 

his instructions. When thev . *he bronze chest under 

laughed in the dir^«s o7 I'® had 

weakly. . , . 01 Suleiman s tomb, laughed long and 
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J'^'C Sang*;: iiuu'matic piano was playing a tinkling and melancholy 
tune, though tlicrc was nobody in the cafe save Joe Sang the Chinaman 
Iiimself, and two men at the corner table at whc'm he glanced fur- 
tively bet\^een the ta^k of polishing his tiny glasses and rice saucers. 
For a wlule Joe Sang watched them. Then he leaned across the 
counter. • 

•' You better hop it, ntister, I think. Joe Sang’s no vcllec good 
place for rough-house. You cause rough-house.” 

fiernld Sleath brought a cold eyeglass to bear or. the nervously 
smiling yellow man. It was Oesar Lorenquo who replied. 

“ Soon, my 'olly J. Chinaman. What’s tlie hurry ? ” 

Young Rajah come home. Sec all the flowers and flags? But 
you no friends. He find you here. Gaw ! Plenty enough typhoon 
last night ! ” 

Sleaili, smiling, took out a small washlcather bag from his pocket. 
He poured its concents into his palm, and laughed, the genial laugh 
which at other rimes had made his lieutenant glow with pleasure. 

“ fherc are nventy-three Hrtle black mascots here. Gifts from 
the young Ruiah. I fear 1 can offer you no Grand Viziership now, 
C.'C'-’ar, hut tlicsc arc some consolation. In Honolulu they Tnig.A 
letch as much as a hundred thousand dollars, for they’re very nne 
bl.i.k pcarF. Enough to keep us in luxury for a brief while. 

•'Great Scotch! I’d clean forgonen those!’ 

•• C'ouni your blessings one by one. There arc twenty-three ol 
them here. Shall we move on ? I do believe wc re not welcome 


• ^ ) 

.'<!earh, la^ilv replacing the washlc;!ther big tn his pocket, 

The two men went out of a rear door ol Joe Sang s and nude 
their way to a little ranan bun«ralow on the hillside. Omy when 
they vtcpped acro?s the threshold of the bungalow Sleath yavitn-d 

•• ^itv the Rajah isn’t briugini’: the Ranee across with bun. She s 
on ’l en Peacocks, you Imr-w. So the men who came 
the R.ii.ih’s coming. saiJ. I’m afraid relaaons .iry strained and sh«. s 

niorj <'r less a pnsoncr. * , ^ ,i,. 

Slc;u!i went into the inner room and Ca*<ar Lorenquo sal t u 

vcranJili. It was ho: there in rise midd.iv sun, but “7 ."Sj 

nod. On the contrari-. he .sat with hi.s eyes as ‘-J,, 

pearls in Ger.iM Sleatb’s coat pocket. He was lace to ” 7’ 

incredible but shocking ^uth. Gerald Sleath was done. The dcmi 

morfni idol hjd . 

^ Prcscnilv Gat'-jr stirred. He allowed bis shoes to cicai? as he, 

strolled into the room where Sleath lay But the white 
fast asleep. After a minute or two, Cxsar crept out 

some brandy and tossed off a bumper. 7 .—bling 

.♦vrtr*ment ind fear Hc unlaced and took off his shoes with uenaDiint, 

hand's ThV brandy went like fire through him, inspiring his bnun, 
Syin, hi, as hc trod silcndy hack inro Lhe bungle v 

ur-nn Witbour it hc would never have dared to holJ a 

anmc the sleeping Gerald Sleath, ready to strike il he should move, 


t 

i 
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while with the other hand he took the wabhkaihci hr.-; from his laic 
godhead’s jxickct. But Slcjth did not move. 

Drenched in sweat, Ca:j.ar lowered his knife, down a hanuini' 
oil-lamp and spilled the contents on the verandah. Iwcn the linle 
gurglmp sound of the liquid in its rescr\-oir, as he spiinklcd f , 
Stopped his heatf. Hut Slcath, in the other i'oom> only sij^heJ and 
turned over on the coucii. Civsar struck a match noiselessly. Me 
knew tliat it rook about Uirce minutes for a rattitn bunualow to lire 
up, and only fire could keep Slc.iih from him. A beacon to wckome 
Rajah Alan— Slenih. . . . 

Caisar soranp aside out of the runnin? trail of the Hatne as ii 

rocketed along the verandah, and, making sure that the washloathcr 

bag was m his pocket, ran like the wind from the bungalow 

Because I placed you upon a pedestal, Gerald, you know.” 

croaked that Scotch captain for you in Manila. 

and did bags of tlungs to help you become a rajah. But I don't 

seriously ambitious. It was just fun for you. 

^IV?, f ^ What is fun for the boy is 

death for the frog. Not that I’m a frog.” ^ 

Sleath ” — C,'esar began to address nn imagin.iry 
companion again, then broke otf with a murmured ” Damn 1 ” m 

descended Utc blulf to the edge of the water where 
motor-launch which Sleath and he owned, 
sil l lay hidden in the undergrowth. Mo stepped into her caccrlv 

behind, rn\i& 

sSSi“ "SHii 

husband’s prisoner this time nL dv t vhi 

sue said, though I m not sure where I should ao ” ‘»*cmpt, 

a quick gl.ancc from between her black lishr^e 
The Spanish girl was loo Southern to understand Clare ^ 

“ Y« to find your way to B.atavia, weren’t vou ? ” 

Clare -T ^ have rSd It ” 

would shoot me witiTthc pis\oTl*saw^AJmr"-^^^ * 'i ' 

A faint flush touched NaJc sa's'liv^' ch?ci ” 

Alan, and he loves me." enough. I only love 

? ” murmured Clare. 

a little sombrely.'^ cigarette she was smoking. Her eyes flamed 

she iid >n‘‘a''tow°TOl«”^-J'rm loo’sm''' h ‘"P'’''**-’ ” 

wa, always told it. Men aTe »__Bnt 1 
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cheap and nasty. But I’m Xarcisa del Agnimontc. I’m as rich and 
powerful in Manila as Alan is in the Islands here. I’d help you to 
go, and gi%'e you the money. Perhaps you’ll forgive the insult ? ” 
Karcisa ended, with rather spurious irony. 

“ Thanks.” Cbre spoke dryly, wondering at herself that she could 
be so calm. '* But just think of all the money I could*get from Alan. 
Alimony I think it is called. The only drawback to the scheme is 
that I’m not an impostor. I’m Alan’s wife, and I didn’t poison 
Rajah David, as he thinks . . you don’t seem very sure of your 

hold upon Alan, senora. Perhaps, after all, you have none.” 

She was unable to hate Narcisa. It was with a strange dismay 
that she became aware of it. Her gifts of hatred seemed to have 
dried up, and now she could only float on some vague sea of waiting, 
until Alan decided what to do with her. Clare pictured his arrival 
at Kalu that day with pomp and rejoicings. . . . The simple 
islanders would wonder why the Ranee, with whom he had gone 
away upon a honeymoon, was nor with him, *but they would not 
worry much. 


A head and shoulders passed- through the sunlight outside the 
v. indow at this moment. It vanished as Clare looked up. The image 
of it remained on the retina of her eye, though her mind received it 
with simple unbelief. Only Cxsar Lorenquo, among the men she 
knew in the Islands, could make his hair look like black satin and 
wear a soft mauve colbr and tie like that. But, of course, it couU 
not be Caisar. Cbre did no? move as a gentle and respectful knock 
sounded at the door of the room 

” Come in 1 ” she said, and then, as the door opened : ” Do you 
remember those five bullets 1 fired the last time you called to sec 
me, Mr Lorenquo? I’ve still got the pistol by me.” 

Clare lied quite coolly, though fear was the furthest emotion from 
her at that moment. 

“ 1 come under a flag of truce. Miss Clare ” he began. 

” Vi'hat, another ? Please stand there, Mr. Lorenquo, say— ten leci 


away. 

She saw mat Ciesar struggled against fright, but he grinned, and 
wiped his forehead. 

” Good lord, you’re on Amazon, aren’t you, Miss Cbre ? he 
said. ” Cigarette ? ” ‘ 

“ No, thanks. Has Gerald Slcatb come with you ? 

“ Heaven forbid 1 ” answered Lorenquo piously. ” Sleath is a 
ruin. Rajah Alan has returned in triumph. The c^ain has 
descended upon that dream. This is a friendly visit. Miss Clare, 
and bygones arc bygones, I hope. I want to begin afresh. 
Don’t think I’m going to try any he-man stuff. I m not a he-man 

at all.” . ^ 

” Strange how one gets wrong impressions, returned Clare 

ironically. 

She had almost lorgottcn the situation lor a moment. Casar stui 
thought she was ready for more fun and adventure. She could 
bbme him for that, considering the tragi-comedy she had pbyed 
with him aboard the Maraguita. In the boat Sleath had sank under 
them in the lagoon, she bad tried to disillusion him. But he was 
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x^iaic : «^.a;sar was iiinn 

Jr, .h^ Cousin Alan's prisoner here, aren’t you ? l ie s put you 

\Ve^ Udy-love— a caddish thing to do, 1 must s.iv. 

\\cii, tnen, l vc come to take you away, if you’ll aorec. WInt is 
there to keep you in these confounded Islands now? Your co- 
conspirator, Mr. Marlowe’?” 

» premonition. 

He ran into the lunglc on the night of the typhoon — last nieht 

about Mr M^Iowe, Miss Clare, I’ll whisper 
^ ^ tender-hearted about you,*^ 

1 m afraid he wasn’t ” — she drew a bitter breath ” W’hii 

heppened to him in the jungle? ” urtarn. w nat 

^ tliln^k the soldier ants could tell you. Hut he’s 
orphans of the storm, you and I ” 

'pk. fought against a momentary darkness which came over her 

tlPSiHS 'S:= - 

HonlluLwfthme" Oh“ do "r m ri A T"’-’ 

pride and dropped urnm one I T 

one of King Arthur’s ^ 

l-t my chL?"?omos."‘’\^5’onV you?” " ■’«"■. « 

threshold. i^arcisa del Agramonte who stopped on the 

’’ I’m so sorry ! ” 

?St' ■' ^'^• 

ju th.. rimS^I prcru"e Akn 'ou 

^Xed”'”" ? ■• -kcd CWc. 

'Vitl. ni't ‘’Youm^sXo®. ridiculous to stand on your dignity 
something else Xly vach,\ “V°i I " i'l suS 

™Xcrat'’;^'t <iisXa?';^T u"" 

ii!^"added KWa 

young woman.” ’ catxrs to use force with a fo^sh 
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Her glance flicked over fo Lorenquo who shook his head and 
KK'kcd at once foolish and determinedly chivalrous. 

“ Mr. Lorenquo woukin’t by hands on me. And you don’t do 
the exotic viilainess well enough, senora,” she said mercilessly. It’s 
a pity you spend such a large part of the year in America where 
people are more or less practical. Please don’t be silly. Mr. 
Lorenquo’s more than a bit sick of using force with me, I imagine. 
He seems to have done something to Mr. Gerald Sleath, svho was 
his inspiration in that line. The way he changes colour when Mr. 
Sleath is mentioned beats a chameleon. You nvo idiots, won’t you 
understand ? ” — Clare broke out in desperation which, deep within 
it, had some sort of laughter — “ I’m Abn’s wife. I was Henry 
Marlowe’s daughter. And I didn’t poison Rajah David.” 

*' Splendid, Mrs. Trcnchard ! ” a voice said. 

Gerald Sleath stood in tlie doorway.' 


CHAPTER TWENTY-FI\'E 

POOR YORICK 

“ Don’t move, if you please,” said Sleath with a smile. “ f^either 
the. ladies nor — or — gentleman. Rather a hackneyed situation, but 
life at the best repeats itself even in the Islands. Cxsar, my friend, 
turn out your pockets.” 

He lowered hi.s weapon and walked into the room. Never And 
Gerald Sle;ith seemed so debonair, so like u cold Apollo, save-for the 
bruise that showed faintly on his chock, as he did at that moment. 
He stood by Cxsar who, mute as a stock-fish, dumb and condemned, 
a man hag-ridden, put his shaking hand into his pockets and drew 
forth a small Colt automatic and the washlcathcr bag he had picked 
from the man who smiled at him. 

” That’s sufficient. Open the bag, Cxsar. Pour its contents into 
your hand, without fear or favour. Don’t worry. I don’t mean to 
lop your hand off yet.” 

Like one in a dream, Cxsar obeyed. A handful of small black 
pebbles from the beach of Kalu tumbled out of the bag and glinted 
dully in his palm. 

” A trick your husband pbyed upon me, Mrs. Trenchard, but mine 
is on an infinitely more modest scale, of course ’’—Sleath turned 
his eyeglass to Cbrc — “ I was childish enough to take k out of 
Cxsar. In this, world one passes everything on. I even plead 
guilty to showing him a bag of bbek pearls for that purpose, and 
then pretending to go to sleep in a little bungalow I own. A per- 
verted sense of humour. Like Cxsar’s own. He set the bungalow 
on fire while I slept the sleep of the ’possum. Do I bore you, Mrs. 
Trcnchard ? ” 

“ No, you lascinaic me,” replied Clare slowly. 

" Thanks, I don’t misconstrue your words ’’—beneath his sardonic 
humour there was a flicker of the admiration which, once or 
he had shown aboard the Maraqtuta. " Do you know your latncr 
is dead, Mrs. Trcnchard ? The jungle got him in the typhoon. 

“ You know that he was my father ? ” _ 

“ You left the wire from England behind in the house, and i 
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ouiij It. I h n tin.-t', too. A domestic comedv. You’re a brave 
luie oc\ il, js I -sina once bel'orc. I do believe you’ve won this game 
w "'*nncr. - The triumph of virtue and all that. 

^ js as lowbrow as Hollywood itself at times. 

A ill you excuse me if I take Cxsar away with me? And, ScAora 
, an apology tor cc'ing back on my word in Manila. I hated 

< <’ing ir. Hut you got Cou<in Alan after all— temporarily it may be, 
but love IS fleeting at best.” ‘ 

ck Gerald Sleath ? ” murmured Nardsa. 

one leaned b.ul< hard against the \vall> motionless* Indeed, nobody 

moved. Gerald Sleath had them mcNhed in a spell. 

. Cicsar to start with, lovely lady,” he answered. 

\X here to ? ” chattered Caisar. ” Where to, Sleath ? ” 

An icy lift of the eyebrows was the only answer j the glacial look 
to a libel ty-iaking menial, which had alvvay's reduced Carsar to 
contusion and >ilcnce. Hut Ckesar was there already now after his 
one mumbling question. He stood looking wretchedly at the man 
who had been hi^ tiemi-god, liis knees sagging a little like those of 
a man called to the scaffold, his face like tallow that melted under 
terror. Something of the bestial foolishness about him made Clare 
call out to Sleath : 

■^’ou’rc not going to kill him ? ’* 

Wh.1t a question ! ” answered Sleath lightly. ” Have you ever 
noticed how w bite and well-kept my hands arc, Mrs. Trenchard ? 
By the way. I have the pearls in question with me here. I have 
quite a Cromwellian feeling of contempt for the little black baubles. 
'I'ako them. Tlicy might help you to bargain for the virtuous ALin's 
forgivcnc>'<. Ob erve, Cws.ir ! ” 

Sleath smiled faintly at C:csar as he handed the gems to Clare. 
Then he touclicd Lorenquo's wrist gently, and they weiai out 
together in the hot sunlight where the cicadas were singing shrill}' 
in the undorgrowtlt above the thunder of the beach, 'rtie 
moved in sjlcnce from the green path to the dry sand, Sleatn.yvith 
a swinging stride, but Lorenquo with the movements of an d(Wo- 
maton. 
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At hit I,orcni.jua turncvl with a distorted grm> and said : 

D'you think I didn't know about those pebbles, Gerald ? That's 
why I did it. I'rumpcd your ace. I was a little offended at your 
co!itjnuous rcvclrj* in jokes at my oepense. And then, you see, I 
wanted to buck you. S'ou were in the doldrums 

‘‘ rhis is another joke, Cxsar,^* said .Sleath* VC^hat on earth 
d!<l you think it was ? *’ 

Cxsar stopped to tub his blo<^dshot eyes. He gulped and wjpeJ 
his forehead with a coloured haiidkccchicf. His laugh had a touch 
of hvsicrij. 

“ Goliy ! And I had the wind up. I had, really, for a moment. 
You’re such a solemn nut when you’re joking. You looked awtuJ 
a moment ago. It was ghastly to think of our long friendship spHtiirig 
on the rocks of misunderstanding, so to speak.” 

‘‘ You half-bred ape/’ said Gerald Sleath coolly. ” Stop babbling 
like a drunken man. Li>ok out to sea nnd tell me what you see utcrc. 

Lorenquo, 'shrivelled at one blow back to his previous state, sent* 
a filming glance over the wfiite breakers of the reef' Across the 
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aquamarine stretch of water beyond, some tlircc mile? out, a small 
steamer was ploughing swiftly towards Ten Peacocks, funnel stream- 
ing low smoke. Lorenquo saw the coloured splash of the Duich 
flag at its stem. 

“ It’s the village policeman,” he said, with a dull glance at the 
other, Is he after you— us ? ” 

‘‘Now regard the lagoon.” 

<( Alan’s launch. Of course ! You’re a super — super ” 

Superman, you want to say, you stammering hoc. Sten into 
the old Joamia Rlum." ‘ 

“ But why y Cousin Alan’s launch is faster——” 

Slcath caught the half-breed by the slack of his well-creased 
trousers, flung him with a crash into the cockpit of the smaller 
motor-boat and wiped his hands. Following close, he paused a 
moment at the engine throttle to watch the distant steamer, which 
grew dearer moment by moment. It was yacht-built and slender 
and travelled swiftly. But with no haste, Gerald Sleuth started the 
engine, and beneath the sluggish heat of Uic propcllor the Joama 
B um drew heavily out of the lagoon. Once only Slcath bent his 
glance, inhuman and deuched, to Uorenquo’s quivering figure. The 

half-caste lifted denched hands and sobbed. ^ 

“You’re insane, Slcath. We can’t gci away in this ! ” 

1 he other gave no reply, 

11 steamer came a puff of white smoke A 

clo«r" Thcyil Slop Uul when they draw 

fingers cne.oot. but n bounced out of the nerveless 

btr within revolver shot of us soon now ^port. They’ll 

sternsheets. Sic up, man I “ H?gh r ‘ in the 

bumS''i^^?s7a«® ^ 

looked back at him pnri tk-L i jaundiced creature who 

hanging between his fingers FrS!!i*rhe\ 5 ^‘*^ u 

a crackle of shots from a hcaw-S^^hre ^..M ‘n. 

from the cabin roof. calibre revolver came and tore slivers 

you do your buffOTc?s job arfd*^ii°^’i' ®*®°**' coolly. “Won’t 
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•' Tlut\ TiciKhaJ. Fire at him. I’m covering you, Cxsar.” 
And keeping ^heller yoursclfV^ wailed Lorenejuo. Hid*ng 
there. Me.id down 

“ Pxactly. For once, lire, you Ri-jah s jester! 

Lorenquo’s weapon went off wildiy. He sat stiffened there under 
Slcath-s pointing muzzle while a heavy bullet sent splinters from the 
coaming a^’ut him and one of them pierced his cheek. T, 
followed a silence, save for the sound of the engine, a soft swish o! 
sea and the throb of ihc steamer's screw. Then came a stcntoria.n 
shout in tlic Dutch commissioner's voice i 

You two derc ! Surrender in the name of the Queen ! " 

“ Sounds Viciorhin. . . . Ah, ihe Dutch Queen, of course. Shoot 

"Lorenquo sent a convulsive glance round and fired. From (he 
starboard bow of the steamer there came a spurt of flame and a 
crisp crack and the half-caste pitched at Slcath s feet. 

Indifferent sport. . . . Alas, poor Yorick, I knew him we 1— ^ 
Gerald Slcath si^xid upngh^ slim and graceful. At the rail of in. 
steamer both Alan Trcnchard and the bulky Dutch police com^’ 
•ioncr were lullv exposed as they reloaded. With a 
Kst'k aim at the' Duichman and Alan Trcnchard r bullet shattered 

'’■‘‘^^nned i'gmtuulr’ murmured Slcath through tight lips. his 
he'" Upped down into the scat a dull explosion sounded im^T 

1 !- 

like iluttcriny banner^ hiding the coLkpa anu 
(Jerald Sleaih of the Islands. 


. ifsi f 

,vs ^ ik.: 


oid'y^a blackened scum that thinned 3;“* p^acocU 

•‘ He miehi have got clear U he ",Sd 

Loi-enquu,’' Alan ^ It was the iden of a joke 

“'That was not devotion to a i, « r;^r.,|j SFcih a grc.ir 

.,c had,’’ answered ,he Du.chn^n smljdly.^^ „f der 

joker was. And when the k oUenvs blood in Ins 
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“ Bec.iu^c you thought she der poisoning did ? Ach, well, 

1 for tluit matter. But it is der police privilege to think everybody 
did it till tlic guilty sche!m h found. I shall think many innocepts 
are guilty before I die, never fear. I will tell her of the confession 
of Lula Ling, with bleasure. ...” 

Alan Trcnchard was silent as the steamer loomed at cautious 
speed into the lagoon. He was shaken to alternate gusts of h(^e 
and despair by what had happened during the past few ho^^- 
wanted now to forget his homecoming to Kalu, which had held on > 
bitter unhappiness. Among all the flowers and singing which had 
greeted him, two shadows moved by his side, » 

slept his long sleep on the hill ; and Clare, his wife— the wife he 

loved and always would. . . . 


It rang through him with despair, even wnen nc i.au sprung 
the oolice vacht as it started from Kalu in pusuit of Gerald hle.ith. 
The'^ Dmehman's men had almost got Sleath near hjs burning 
bungalow, but the man had slipped them and waved them on from 
the motor-launch in the very middle of the harbour. . . . 

‘•Ach, there arc two ladies, then, 
eye at Trcnchard and pointed to the verandah of *}'« 

‘‘One is Senora del Agramontc, of Manila, sa d^TrcnvlurJ 

shortly. “ Lve told you what she did for me m Manila. 

” So ! And there is no ill-feeling between the gaoler and her 

prisoner? Well, well!” sullenly. “Not 

“There’s no cause, returned Alan atoosi 

having him there. . The Fool Re, ah 

sS't'tcpped ?'Hi,'‘^°e‘?Sgh"from'M^ to Kalu. 

“ You know Van Maas ? He »me siraig . 

I think he has a story you’re entitled to hear. I ire aw y, 

^‘The Dutchman sank heavily into a ch.air, 'vith a paternal smile 

at Clare and a curious short, but not so sweet. 

“ This story is not long, he said. was known as 

Derc was a house on the r.ver-fron ^ .Q^ts of wicked 

the House of the Winking Blind. It a ne hoys— raided it 

doings. Well, the "dlTdert S?go this side of der 

S^ndS beforcl landed in Manila, 

undcrsiaad ? it * 

Van Maas nodded ph*egmaticaU^^^^^^^^^^^^^ . . tempera- 

“ In one of dcr rooms dere was a T;;/ a/her ravings 

tore and apartments booked in de odd Ach ves it was Lula 

was all of Kalu. dcr Inspector took me along. Ach. >e5. 
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L ng all right. It was of G«rald Slcath she raved for, years ago, 
G.'rald Sleaih had been her lover and she \va« his slave. And ii was 
for Gerald Sleath she poisoned old David Trcncliard.” 

“ For Sleath ! ” Clare gave a low cry. 

Not for Henry Marlowe,” Van Maas said gently. ” .She lied, 
hinawomcn are good liars. Long before you came to Kalu vler 
)isonine it was hcirun hv Lul.-i Line and her mhlfr. Nliuv. Imit 


Chinawomen are good liars. Long before you came to Kalu vler 
poisoning it was begun by l.ul.a Ling and her goblet. Slow, but 
sure. Had you never come, der Rajah would still have died.” 

‘‘ I thought it was my failrcr,” Clare said. ” I’m glad.” 

Thev were h<»r nnlv vurvrrle aKnitr rlv^r Nh/» Irvnlf/vrl >»* ,,.1,.-. 


thought Jt was my tamer, ' Liare saict. ” i m glad. " 

They were her only words about tliat. She looked at Narcisa, whr* 
in the bright flowers of the verandah and then bad: 


at her husband. 

” I’m tired of the East, Alan,” she said. ” I think it’s bc.uen 
me. Am 1 free to go now? ” 

Trcnchard nodded mechanically. 

“you’re tree to go now,” he said, “but before you do there’s a 
letter for you here. It seems to have come by air-mail and steamer 
as far as Batavia. It reached Kalu yesterday.” 

Oarc look the letter from him. She walked apart to the vcrandali 
for n ’i* l^crausc the handwriting was that of little mmnsie 
L n-fi o beautiful, brutal world, of which Alan was 

a ^rt, and which had caught her and hurt her so badly, was alien • 
Clare, Dearest One, 

now. Bo aooJ to him, 

yott ^ -ir ^ f I suppose, you toiU love him 
shouldn't be^ieaiou/ \ ^ if you did / 

though he was a sira'ni^'n- 

splendid. ... ^ expect you find each other 

tcrcch o/^ihe » van'NZn’r’ mS */T^‘ ^ 

secre drotvned. J thou<’lu tricn that hi pretend that toe 

nien change, thank God, and / think wktnd, but 

Alan, Hairy Marlowe and David TreLh <'f you, you and 

rohen J feel lonely. . . . 

iThim 

oU xooman J /•m ^ the maunder’- 

perhaps. . . Jill kctptng spied, d^a little thinner 

smile. He handed them 

HUttiiy.oy an vtnu&ual tact and 
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a c’lronic pji,si,»r. for gin julep. Ten Pcacivks shimn'.crcd slcc 
in the heat, itcihnd Clare’s misty golden head and slim, str 
shoulders, as she stix>d against the tropical sunlight, Trenchard c 
sec the peaks of Kalu. 

“ As soon as the next maiiboal comes to Kalu, I must go, AI 
s!;e said. 

lie nodded, almost impassively, and passed through the doo: 
after \’an Maas. Clare looked out over the be.'ich and the colo 
garden whieh was Ten Peacocks. It was all very peaceful no\ 
though some evil which had shadowed it for long had lifted for i 
Clare had a fincy that Rajah David slept contentedly in the so 
t.he I'litnd's for the first time. 

A little rustle sounded by her side. It was Narcisa, and she sr 

‘ So you're running away? You’re pretty malignant, C 
Un(>b->crwant, too. Don't you see how my stock has fallen like \ 
Street on a crash day ? It was never ver>’ high with Alan. I g. 
I lud the chance which a lot of maidens’ prayers ask for — two o 
island. It ilidn’t cs>mc off. I might as well confess.” Na 
dropped the harshness from her voice all at once. ” You s- 
vv.Tsn't exotic enough. Oh, it's true. But I can’t tal-^e your 
and put it in Alan’s, can I ? I've won his gratitude quite cr. 
already. I should got tired of any more. He’s a one-woman • 
and you’re the woman. Isn’t that enough ? ” 

She was gone before Clare could find anv answer. •The fi 
of her coloured scarf showed on the beach below as Ramot. 
Agr.imcmtc’s widow who, in Manila, was the woman ot snow, w; 
slowly towards the lagot'n. 

” Clare ! ” 

It was Alan ; against the sunlight of the window, his face hag 
and fine-drawn. 

” I’m back again, Clare — like a dog. If I go down into the 
if I let you know that, though God knows 1 dcscrvcd ii alh I suJ 
nearly as much as you must have done, would it make a 
dilfcrcncc to vour judgment ? We’ve both had a gruelling, 

” A bad one,” said Clare shakUy. " Both of us. I never jv 
you, Alan, never. I was too guilty myseH* . u j 

She was sobbing a little in his ams, and, 
terror under the blue sky which smiled so reassuringly now anc 
emerged from it unbroken till then, she was not ashamed. 

“ It’s gone, dear heart,” whispered 'IrjfricharA A 
and all the wickedness. W'e’ra starting afresh, hulc Ranee. 
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